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PREFACE. 



In making a new collection of hymns, the object of 
the Compiler has been to adapt it to the arraogement of 
services in the First Part of the Service Book. It in- 
cludes a large number of short hymns, all of them being 
such as, it is believed, may be properly denominated 
hymnsybr children, (but few of them being taken from 
the collections made especially for church service,) and 
containing such a variety of metres, that, in singing 
them, there will be opportunity to introduce the juve- 
nile music, with which the children in our schools have 
become familiar, and for which they manifest a strong 
preference. 

The two chapters, entitled *< Illustrations of Scrip- 
ture" and ** Illustrations of Nature," will probably 
commend themselves to all who know with how much 
effbct the simple truths, both of Scripture and Nature, 
can be impressed upon the minds and hearts of chil- 
dren by being incorporated in their hymns, and how 
important it is, in conducting the exercises of a Sunday 
School, to be enabled to illustrate such truths in the 
most interesting manner. 

The order of exercises proposed in the First Part 
Jtfovides for singing four hymns in each service. The 
Arst^SMiiast hymns aMiy be taken from the first and 
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last chapters ; while the others may he selected with a 
view to render them appropriate to the suhject of the 
service. The shortness of the hymns makes it easy to 
sing the number proposed, without taking too much 
time ; and their frequent occurrence will diversify the 
service, and render it the more interesting. 

Teachers of younger classes will probably find it an 
agreeable and useful exercise to employ their scholars 
occasionally in committing to memory many of the 
hymns. The variety of subjects to which they refer, 
and the importance of the truths which they illustrate, 
render them, it is believed, particularly worthy of at- 
tention in this respect. The children will sing the 
hymns with greater facility and interest, when they 
shall have thus become familiar with their language 
and meaning. 
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HYMNS. 



I. COMJilENCEMENT OF SERVICE. 



1. CM. 

To Sunday Schod ! to Sunday School! 

Come, children^ haste away ; 
Be early at the Sunday School, 

And never cause delay. 

To Sunday Schod ! to Sunday School! 

Mind all you do and say ; 
Good children at the Sunday School 

Will listen, learn, obey* 

To Sunday School ! to Sunday School ! 

It is the place of praise ; 
With heart and voice, at Sunday Schod» 

Your hymns in concert raise. 

To Sunday School ! to Sunday School ! 

It is the place of prayer ; 
Think, while you pray at Sunday School, 

That God beholds you there. 



9. 8&,6s. M. 

Tflk Sunday School ! the Sunday Schod ! 

To children's hearts how dear ! 
■From week to week, with joy we seek 

To meet and worship here. 
1 
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O Father ! with thy presence blest, 
Be this an hour of sacred rest ; 
Thy holy will may we fulfil, 
And worship in thy fear. 

Teachers and friends ! whom Heaven sends 

To help us on our way ; 
Faithful and true, we follow you, 

O, guide us, lest we stray ! 
Teach us to sin? our Father's praise, 
And lead us to his throne of grace ; 
There as we now together bow, 

O, teach us how to pray ! 

Our pastor kind ! with willing mind 

Your counsel we receive ; 
The love you teach, the truth you preach, 

We 'U cherish and believe. 
Your presence makes our hearts rejoice^ 
We love to listen to your voice ; 
And while for us yon labor thns, 

May God his blessing give ! 

Our parents dear ! with love sincere 

May we requite your love ; 
In joy or woe, while here below, 

May we still faithful prove ! 
Bound to each other heart in heart, 
O, when on earth we 're called to part. 
Heaven grant us this, our highest bliss, 

To dwell with you above ! 



3. 8 & 7s. M. 

When the morning bell is ringing. 
To the chapel we repair ; 

Here we all unite in singing, 
And devoutly join in prayer : 
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While in harmony our voices 

Are ascending to our God, 
Every grateful heart rejoices 

TwM to spread hn praise abroad. 

In the duties now before us 

Let us faithfully engage ; 
SjMrit of all truth ! be o'er us, 

As we search the sacred page : 
May the lessons Christ has taught us 

All our rainds and hearts improve ; 
And the blessings he has brought us 

Make a strong and holy love. 

Thankful for the kind protection 

Which has blessed us tterough the week, 
Still imploring thy direction, 

While we heavenly wisdom seek. 
Father ! thus, in pure devotion. 

Every thought inspired by love. 
Gratitude in each emotion, 

Would we lift our souls above. 



4. lOs. M. 

Again the day returns of holy rest, 
By Christian worship sanctified and bles^ 
When life's vain cares and vainer pleasures <:ea8e, 
And all is piety, and all is peace* 

Let us devote this consecrated day 
To learn God's will, and, as we learn, obey ; 
So shall he hear, when fervently we raise . 
Our supplications, and our songs of praise. 

«ather in heaven ! in whom our hearts confide, 
Those power defends us, and whose precepts guide ; 
In life our guardian, and in death our friend ; 
Glory supreme be thine, till time shall end ! 
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S. 10 &. 8s. M. 

In the Sabbatk School, on the Sabbath day, 

Let children delight to appear ; 
The birds are all up, and have flown away, 

And are singing Uieir anthems clear. 

Younff flowers have now opened their lovely eyes, 
And their richest perfume have given ; 

And they fix their look on the distant sk^, 
As if they knew something of heaven. 

Let us not stay away in idle rest, 

Because earthly cares are all still ; 
But use the time, as is wisest and best, 

In obeying our Father's will. 

Each Sabbath will thus prove a happy day ; 

And perchance from his holy throng 
Some childlike seraph will here wing his way, 

And unite in the children's song. 



6. 7 &. 6s. M. 

Assembled in the morning 

At this our Sunday School, 
We would, our faith adorning, 

Observe this sacred rule : 
That, as our God 's a spirit, 

Our spirits should adore ; 
That we may now inherit 

The blessing we implore. 

Humbly our sins confessing 
With penitential tear. 

Father ! we seek thy blessing 
On this our meeting here : 
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O, woMLj aU those who teach nt 

Be ttught of thee above, 
Thi^ they with power may reach as,- 

The power oi faith and love. 

Preserve us from temptation. 

From idle words and play ; 
And let thine approbation 

Attend us through the day : 
O, like the blessed Saviour, 

May we obey thy truth. 
And thus grow up in favor 

With Ood and man from youth ! 



7. 8 & 7s. M. 

Gracious God, our Heavenly Father ! 

Meet and bless our school, we pray ; 
As in humble trust we gather, 

Teachers, scholars, here to-day* 
Every joy, and every blessing. 

From thy bounteous hand we own ; 
Mav thy love, our souls possessing. 

Draw us nearer to thy throne. 

Weak, imperfect, tempted, erring, 

From thy precepts. Lord, we stray ; 
Let thy spirit, from our wandering, 

Bring us back to virtue's way. 
Humt^, penitent, conMing, 

May we rest our hope in thee ; 
In thy favor. Lord, abiding. 

In thy peace and purity. 

So, by faith and love perfected 
^ Unto every Christian grace, 
In our lives the life reflected 
Of our Saviour may we trace* 
1* 
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Here oar joys and daties blODdhig 
With thy service on our way, 

TUt, from earth to heaven ascendiogi 
Dawns on as the perfect day. 



8. 7 & 6s. M. 

We come, O God, with gladness. 

Our humble thanks to brinff ; 
With hearts yet free from sadness. 

Our hymns of praise we sing. 
Along our path are glowing 

The tokens of thy love ; 
liike streams of bounty flowing, 

Thy mercies from above. 

Health, peace, and joy attend us, 

Kind fi-iends are ever near ; 
O Father 1 thou dost send us 

Unnumbered blessings here : 
And thouffh we, in our blindness, 

Enjoy, but disobey. 
Yet still thou, in thy kindness, 

Tak*8t not thy gifts away. 

Here, then, in childhood's morning, 

Our hymns to tliee we raise ; 
Thv love, our lives adorning, 

shall fill our hearts with praise. 
Thy will henceforth, for ever. 

Shall be our only guide ; 
From duty's path we '11 never, 

O, never ! turn aside. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



COMMENCEMENT OF SERVICE. 



9. 8 & 6s. M. 

Away from home, to school we come, 

Upoo this holy day ; 
In faith and love, we look above, 

And humbly praise and pray : 
O, let this hour to God be given ! 
Let every heart be raised to henven I 
And while in youth we learn the truth, 

May we the truth obey ! 

Our teachers dear ! we meet you here, 

And share vour faithful care ; 
O, may each heart its thanks imimrt 

In grateful, earnest prayer, 
That God may crown, with joys above, 
Your patient toils and works of love. 
And that at last, life's changes past. 
We all may meet you there I 

O, let us now devoutly bow 

Before our Father's face ! 
His will adore, his love implore, 

To bless us all our days ! 
And humbly, too, let us confess 
Our folly and our sinfulness ; 
Father, forgive i O, may we Hve 

More worthy of thy grace ! 



lO. 7 &> 69. M. 

O God, our Heavenly Father ! 

With grateful hearts we come. 
And in devotion gather 

Within this haHowed room : 
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And while oar feeble Toices 
Bear up the hymn to thee, 

Each tender heart rejoices 
In thy benignity. 

Here may thy blessing greet us, 

On this thy holy day, 
And here our teachers meet us, 

And point the heavenly way, — 
The way of troth and duty, 

Pursued by thy dear Son, — 
The path of light and beau^, 

Heaven's course on earth begun* 

Here, while we learn his story 

Of meekness, imth, and love. 
Of trials, sufferings, glory, 

And endless joy above ; 
O Father ! here endue us 

With wisdom from on high ; 
And, as we need, renew ua 

In Christ-like piety. 

O Father! may thy kindness 

Our gratitude command ! 
O, may we ne'er in blindness 

Reject thy proffered hand ! 
Thy wisdom, let it guide us 

Along life's devious road, 
Thv love at last provide us 

A rest with thee, O God ! 



11. 6s. M. 

Fatbbr! thy children sec, 
Give ear unto our prayer ; 
Let our thanks rise to thee 
Upon the morning tur. 
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COMMENCEMENT OF 8ESTICE. 

We come while yet the flower 
Of life but half is blown ; 
To pray its opening hour 
May bloom fbr thee alone. 

The dew is on the leaf, 
We lay it on thy shrine 5 
O, may the fragrant breath 
Of the sweet rose be thine ! 

O, guard it by thy care, 
That, as the day draws on,' 
Na spot nor stain may mar 
The purity of morn ! 

O, not upon its bud 
Be mercy poured in vain ; 
But may thy blessed word 
Fall like the gentle rain ! 



la. 7s. M. 

Suppliant, lo ! thy children bend, 
Father, for thy blessing now ; 
Thou canst teach us, guide, defend, - 
We are weak, almighty thou. 

With the peace thy word imparts 
Be the taught and teachers blessed ; 
tn their lives and on their hearts, 
FaUier, be thy law impressed. 

Pour into each needy mind 
Light and knowledge from above ; 
Charity for all mankind, 
Trusting faith, enduring love. 
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COMMXNCEMENT OF SBRTICfi. 

Gimnt 08 spirits lowly, pure, 
Errors pardoned, sios forgiven ; 
While we live, obedience sure ; 
When we die, the bliss <^ heaven. 



13. L. M. 

Come to God's altar ! O, draw near, 
In trusting love, in humble fear! 
He calls you now his face to meet ; 
Come bow and worship at his feet. 

Come to God*s altar ! O, draw near, 
And gladly come, for Grod is here ! 
Come at the call of that kind voice. 
That bids yon in his love rejoice. 

Come to God's altar ! O, draw near ! 
With grateful praises gather here ; 
Your Father calls, your Heavenly Friend ; 
O, come, and in his presence bend ! 



14L CM. 

Hear, Lord, the song of praise and prayer, 

In heaven, thy dwelling-place. 
From children reared widi pious care. 

And taught to seek thy face. 

Thanks for thy word and for thy day ^ 

And grant us, we implore. 
Never to waste, in sinful play, 

The holy Sabbath more. 
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COMMENCEMENT OF SERVICE. 

Thanks that we bear ; biit» O, impart 

To each desires sincere, 
That we may listen with the heart, 

And learn as well as hear ! 



IS. 6 & 4s. M. 

Glad hearts to thee we bring, 
With Joy thy name we sing, 

Fa&er above I 
Creation praises thee, 
O'er all around we see 

Tokens of love. 

Thou who in heaven art, 
To us that grace impart 

Which Jesus knew ; 
Aid us like him to live. 
To thee our young hearts give. 

Thou only true ! 

Giver of all our powers ! 
Now in life's morning hours. 

May tbey be thine ! 
Pure and from error free. 
An offering worthy thee. 

Father divine ! 



16. L. M. 

O THOU who aeest the sparrow's fall, 
And hear'st the raven's feeble cry, 
Whose tender care extends to all. 
To thee we raise the prayerful ey& 
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COMHSNCBMENT OF SERVICE. 

To ^66 we owe the power of tboi^ht, 
To thee the virtue-giving skill 
To read thy book with wisdom frau^t. 
To understand thy sovereign will. 

But not alone the power to know, 

The means of knowledge thou bast given ; 

As in the Sunday School below, 

We learn the glorious way to heaven. 

Father ! when here thy children meet, 
With good desires our bosoms fill, 
And humbly, at our Saviour's feet, 
May we resolve to do thy will. 

And may we never cause a tear 

To those through whom thy bounties flow, 

But with a gratitude sincere 

Eepay the debt of love we owe. 



ir, H. M. 

O THOU that hearest prayer ! 
Attend our humble cry. 
And let thy children share 
Thy blessing from on high : 

We plead the promise of my word ; 

Grant us thy holy spirit, Lord ! 

If earthly parents hear 
Their children when they cry ; 
If they, with love sincere. 
Their children's wants supply : 
Much more wilt thou thy love display, 
And answer when thy children pray. 
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OOMMSNCIMENT OF SERTICK. 

Our Hea^Bly Futber, tlioa, — 
We, children of thy grace, — 
O, let thy spirit now 
Descend and fill the place ! 
So shall we feel the heavenly flame, 
And all unite to praise thy name. 



18. 6&4s. M. 

O THOU all-gracious Lord, 
By heaven and earth adored, 

Our prayer attend ! 
Hear, and thy children bless, 
Qive thy good word success. 
Make thine own holiness 

On us descend. 

Thy truth and grace impanf 
Rule thou in every heart, 

Hence, evermore ! 
In meek humility 
May we now worship thee. 
And to eternity 

Love and adore. 



19. S. M. 

IircLiNB our hearts to learn. 
Open our ears to hear ; 
Lord ! let tis on this holy day 
Thy holy word revere. 

If unforgiven sin 
Within our bosoms lies. 
Or evil motives linger there, 
7o offend thy perfect eyes : 
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ooificEiicnfEirT aw nsTNs. 

Remove them far away; 

lostraot tu in thy love ; 
That we may walk with thee below, 

And live with thee above. 



90. 8&6S.M. 

Teacheri. 

Come, children, eome to Smiday Sdiool, 

O, now come ! O, now come ! 
Cheerful, and meek, and dutifiil. 

Love to come ! love to come ! 
Come and unite in prayer and praise, 
To God your hearts and voices raise, 
And bless the love that crowns your days, — 

Children, come ! children, come 1 

ChOdren. 

Yes ! we will come to Sunday School, 

We will come ! we will come ! 
With love and joy our hearts are fiili. 

As we come ! as we come ! 
To God our constant thanks we 11 braig, 
And thus with you we 11 jom to smg 
The praises of our Heavenly Sang, — 

Yes, we 11 come ! yes, we 11 come ! 

Teachisri. 

Come, children^ meet your teachers here. 
Coma to school I come to school ! 

All in your ckases now appear ; 
fill the school ! fill the school 1 

With willing minds let us engage 

In learning fh>m the sacred page 

The le'ssons taught to youth and age, — 
Come to school ! come to school ! 
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COMMfiNCraOENT OF SIRVICS. 

CkUdren, 

Yes, teachen, we obey your call, 
We *re at seiiool ! we 're at echoo) ! 

Ready to leara, behold us all, 
In the school ! in the school ! 

We 11 tnr our lessons to prepare, 

And ]MX)fit by your faithful care ; 

O Father! hear the children's prayer,— 
Bless the school ! bless the school ! 



31. 7 & 5s. M. 

Whbrb do chfldren love to go 
When the storms of winter blow, 
What is it attracts them so? 
' Tis the Sunday School. 

Where do children love to be 
When the summer birds we see 
Warbling praise on every tree ? 
In the Sunday School. 

When the sacred morning' breaks, 
Every eye from slumber wakes, — 
What so happy children makes ? 
T is the Sunday School. 

Holy may we keep the dav, 
Never waste the tune in pUy, — 
Holy all we do and say 
In the Sunday School. 



33. 5&7S.M. 

Ajll the week we spend, 
Full of childish bliss; 
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^COMMENCKBOENT OF SBRYICB. 

Every cbang^n^ scene 

Brings its happiness : 
Yet oar joys would not be full. 
Had we not the Sabbath Sofaoc^ 

Lovely is the dawn 

Of each rising day ; 

Loveliest the morn 

Of the Sabbath day : 
The still scene how beautiful, 
As we come to Sabbath School ! 

Teachers ! you are kind, 

Thus to point the road 

Leadinffus from sin, 

To our Father, God : 
May we all be dutiful 
In our happy Sabbath School ! 



33. P.M. 

JoTFULLT, joyfully, sound the grateful strain, 
Happily, happily, now we meet again : 
Here we stand ! here we stand ! 
Who at home has wished to stay ? 
Who has loitered by the way? 
Whom upon this blessed day 
Do we miss from our band ? 

Joyfully, joyfUUy, sound the grateful strain, 
Happily, happily, now we meet again : 
All are here ! all are here ! 
All who love the morning's prime. 
All who value holy time, — 
Lo ! we 11 sound the grateful chime, 
All are here! all are here! 
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n. THE SABBATH. 



I 



a4. 7s. M. 

Fathxh! through another week 
Thoa hast brought us on our way § 
We would now a blessing seek 
On this hallowed Sabbath day : 
Day of all the week the best, 
Earthly type of heavenly rest 

Mercies multiplied each hour 
Through the week our praise demand ; 
Guarded by thy mighty poweri 
Led and guided by thy hand, 
From our weekly labors free, 
We would rest this day with thee. 

Father! we implore thy gracci 
In the Saviour's blessed name ; 
From our hearts all sin efface. 
Kindle there devotion's flame : 
Thus, in faith and purity, 
Let us seek and worship thee. 



95. 8&6& M. 

With joy we hail the Sabbath day, 

The best day of the seven ; 
We come from all our homes away. 
And gather here to praise and pray. 
And seek the path to heaven. 
2» 
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THS 8ABB4TH. 

We love to meet our tetchen here, 

To learn the leieons ffiven; 
We loTe to feel that God is near, 
Our praises and our prayers to hear^ 

And smile on us from heaven. 

O, maj we pass the da j in peace. 

From morning until even ! 
May sin depart, and folly cease. 
And faith grow strong, and love increase. 

And souls be trained for heaven I 



S6. 7 & 6s. M. 

It is the holy Sabbath, 

Which God hath set apart ; 
Devoted to his worship 

Be every mind and heart : 
A Father's wise commandment 

His children should obey ; 
Remember, then, keep holy 

The blessed, hallowed day. 

It is the peactful Sabbath, 

Emblem of rest above, 
Where happy saints and angels 

Together dwell in love : 
O, let all strife and discord, 

Let sin and sorrow cease ; 
And all our hearts be blended 

In harmony and peace ! 

It is the joyful Sabbath, — 
Teachers and scholars meet; 

O, with what sacred pleasure 
Each other now we greet ! 
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THK SABBAIS. 

Devotkni tunes oat vmces ; 

Oar hearts with joy are full ; 
One prayer that joy expreaues, — 

God bless the Sabbath School ! 

When Sabbaths end, may teachers 

And scholars meet above, 
And worship there for ever 

In holiness and love ! 
O, what joy and blessedness. 

When all together come, — 
Ekernity our Sabbath, 

And heaven our happy home ! 



37. L.M. 

Fathek m heaven ! thy ceaseless love 
Has brought us to this holy dav ; 
Blest with thy kindness from above, 
Another week has passed away. 

Grant us, O Lord, a grateful heart * 
To feel thy kindness and obey ; 
Ne'er may we from thy love depart, 
Ne'er may we leave thy heavenly, way. 

Grant us, this day, a willing mind 
To learn what thou wouldst have us do, 
And how we may thy favor find, 
And love and serve each other toa 

Thy happy children may we live. 
Thy happy children may we die ; 
To all may God, our Father, give 
A home of peace above the sky ! 
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«8. 6s, M. 

The week is past and gone ! 
Come to the Sabbath School ; 
The Sabbath is began, — 
Observe the Sabbath rule : 
Let earthly cares depart ; 
Leave off all work and pla; ; 
Be holy every heart. 
And holy keep the day. 

Come to the Sabbath School ! 
Your hearts and voices raise ; 
Humble and dutiful, 
Unite in prayer and praise. 
Grod, who is over all, 
Who makes you aU his care. 
Will hear you when you call, 
And answer every prayer. 

Come, grateful scholars, come ! 
Your faithful teachers meet ; 
The lessons learned at home 
Here carefully repeat. 
Thus search ror heavenly truth ; 
To Grod your hearts be given ; 
Thus serve him in your youth, 
And thus prepare for heaven. 



30. 7&6s. M. 

Think holy day's returning 
Our hearts delight to see. 

And, with devotion burning, 
Ascend, O God, to thee. 
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THS SABBATH. 

To-day^ with purest plessore, 
Our thoughts from earth withdraw, 

We search for heavenly treasure. 
We learn thy holy law. 

We join to sing thy praises, 

On this thy holy day j 
£ach voice in gladness raises 

Its loudest, sweetest lay. 
Thy richest mercies sharing, 

Inspire us with thy love ; 
By grace our souls preparing 

ror nobler praise above. 



30. L. M. 

Another Sabbath day we see, 
Another day, our Grod, for thee ; 
To thee may we devote our powers. 
And all these bright and happy hovrs. 

Another Sabbath day we see ; 
Now let us bend in praver to thee. 
And thank thee for its hallowed rest. 
While thus by prayer the day is blest 

Anotlrer Sabbath day we see. 
And all its duties point to thee ; 
May all our thoughts and actions prove 
Our reverence, gratitude, and lave. 



d by Google 



TBS BAMBATfU. 
SI. 78. M. 

Children ! 't is the Sabbath day ! 
We must neither work nor play ; 
T is the day which God has given 
That we may prepare for heaTen ; 
Let us, then, his goodness praise - 
For these blessed Sabbath days. 

When our Sabbaths here are o'er, 
And we meet on earth no more, 
May we meet in heaven above, 
And all share a Father's love ; 
There fi>r ever sing his praise, 
Through eternal &ibbatn days ! 



33. 8 & 7s. M. 

Again we hail the Sabbath morning ; 

Holy, holy, be the day ! 
Let us heed its solemn warning, — 

One more week has pissed away! 
One more week ! how have we spent it ? 

Let our consciences reply : 
What account to God who lent it 

Shall we render when we £e ? 

One more week, O God, most hdy ! 

Be its every sin confessed, 
Bvery weakness, eveiy folly, 

Each wron^ fueling in each breast : 
Thus our penitence expressing, 

Thy forgiveness we implore ; 
Grant, we pray, thy richest blessing, 

Help us that we sin no more ! 
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THE SABBATH. 

One more week, — gone, gone for ever ! 

In its place another still ! 
Shall we now once more endeavour 

Our known duty to fulfil ? 
Tes ! upon this Sabbath morning, 

Father I ffrant thy grace, we pray ; 
Let us heed its solenm warning, — 

Help us to begin to-day ! 



38. ll&M. 

How tweet k th« Sabbath, the teilaon <^ ne^ 
The day of the week which we surely love best ! 
This mormng our Saviour arose iirom the tomb» 
And look ftom the grave all iu terror and gloom. 



O, let vm be thoughtful and prajerfol to«day, 
And not spend a moment in tnfling or play! 
Remembering the Sabbath was graciously nhrgiiy 
To draw us from earth, and prepare us for heaven. 

Behold od, our Father ! though children we be, 
We are not too young to be noticed by thee ; 
Be our guardian and guide, throu{;h life's early days, 
Let us give thee our hearts, and hve to thy praise. 
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III. THE SCRIPTURES. 



34. L. M.61. 

Join, aH ye children of the Lord, 
To pfaise him for his sacred word ; 
That word by Jesus sent from heaven, 
To all who seek it freely given : 
Its promises our fears remove, 
Am fifl oar hearts with joy and lmr«. 

it tells who first inspired our breath. 
And who redeemed our soi;ds firom death ; 
It tells of love, love freely given. 
And shows the path to Ckm and heaven. 
O, bless we, then, our ffracious Lord, 
For all the treasures of his word ! 



35. 8 & 4s. M. 

The Bible ! 't is a book divine, 
Where heavenly truth and mercy shine, 
And wisdom speaks in every line, ~ 
And' speaks to me. 

The Bible ! in this book alone 
I find God's holy will made known. 
And here his love to man is shown, — 
His love tome. 
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THE SCRIPT0EE8. 

The Bible! here with joj I tmce 
The tokens of a Father's grace, 
Bestowed through Christ on all our race,- 
Bestowed on me. 

The Bible ! source of comfort sure i 
To those who trials here endure, ~ 
The hope of heaven it renders sure, — 
Blest hope for me. 

The Bible ! may I love it well ! 
Within my heart its precepts dwell, 
And every thought and action tell 
Its worth to me ! 



S6. 7s. M. 

Holt Bible ! book divine ! 
Precious treasure ! thou art mine ! 
Mine to tell me whence I came ; 
Mine to teach me what I am ; 

Mine to chide me when I rove ; 
Mine to show a Father's love *, 
Mine to f^ide my doubtful feet ; 
Mine to judge, condemn, acquit ; 

Mine to comfort in distress ; 
Mine to cheer, sustain, and bless ; 
Mine to show by living faith 
Man can triumim over death; 

Mine to teU of joys to come ; 
Mine to lead the spirit home : 
O thoo precious book divine \ 
Holy Biole ! thou art nujie. 
3 
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THC •CEIPTUim. 



87. 8&.6f.M. 

A MOTHER Bought a pledge of lore. 

The sweetest, for her son ; 
And from the gifts of God above 

She chose the hotiest one : 
She gave to her beloved boy 
The Book of light, and Life, and Soy. 

She bade him keep the gift, ^ that, wlwa 
The parting hour should eomey 

They might luive hope to meet again. 
In an eternal home : 

Your doing this, she said, will be 

An honor to my memory. 

Remember, then, who gave thee this, 
When other days shall come ; 

When she who had thy earliest kiss 
Sleeps in her narrow home : 

Remember 't was a mother gave, — 

A gift to one she 'd die to save, 

A mother's blessing on her son 

Goes with this holy thing ; 
And love that would retain the one 

Must to the other cling : 
O, think of this, my darling boyt 
Then we shall meet in heavenly joy ! 



S8* S. M. 

A ORATMruL, joyftil song 
We oflRsr to the Lord, 
'niat we are taught and learn so young 
To read his holy word. 
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THE SCRIPTURES. 

O Lord ! this book of thine 
Inforfns us where to go, 
For grace to pardon all our sin, 
And make us holy too. 

O, may thy spirit teach, 
And may our hearts receive, 
lliose truths which faithful pastors pretcb, 
And pious friends believe ! 

Then shall we praise thee, Lord, 
In a more holy strain, 
That we are taught to read thy word. 
And do not learn in vain. 
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IV. GOD. 



39. CM. 

We sing the mighty power of God, 
That made the mountains rise, 

That spread the flowing seas abroad. 
And built the lofty skies. 

We sing the wisdom that ordained 

The sun to rule the da}r ; 
The moon shines full at his oommand. 

And all the stars obey. 

We sing the goodness of the Lcnrd, 
Who fills the earth with food ; 

He formed the creatures by his word. 
And then pronounced them good. 

Lord ! how thy wonders are displayed. 
Where'er we turn the eye z 

If we survey the ground we tread, 
Or gaze upon me sky ! 



40. CM. 

There 's not a tint that paints the rose, 

Or decks the lily fair, 
Or streaks the humblest flower that glows, 

But Qod has placed it there. 

There 's not of mss a simple blade, 

Or leaf of lowliest mien, 
Where heavenly skill is not displayed, 

And heavenly wisdom seen. 
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There 's not a star, whose twinklmg light 

Illumes the spreading earth ; 
There 's not a cloud, or dark or bright, 

But mercy gaye it birth. 

Then let us join, and sing his name, 

And all his praise rehearse, 
Who spread abroad earth's glorious frame, 

And made the universe. 



«• L.M. 

CMdnn. 
TBActtKEt, who made that star so bright, 
That twinlde% twinkles every night ? 

Tettehers. 
Ghildrra, 't was God ; reflect, 't was he 
Gave light to every star you see. 

(Mdreiu 
But here are hills and brooks and trees ^ 
And who, dear teachers, made all these ? 

Teachers. 
The ImUs and brooks, and trees so tall, 
Are all the Lord's ; he made them all. 

Ckudren. 
Who made the birds, dear teachers, say, 
That hop and sing the livelong day ? 

Tecu^rs. 
Thev all come forth at God's command ; 
He fee<b them by his bounteous hand. 
3» 
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Th»t God made these, we hear you tell ; 
Who is this God ? where does he dwell ? 

Teachers. 
God is a spirit; dwells above ; 
And loves you with a Father's love. 

CMdren. 
Above, you say ; what do you mean ? 
Cannot this spirit, God, be seen ? 

Teachers. 
Children, not now ; beyond our sight 
He dwells, where none approach the light. 

Ckiidren. 
But, teachers, can Uiis God see here ? 
And does he know now where we are ? 

Teachers. 
Children, his ear hears what we say; 
His eye beholds us every day. 

Children. 
Say,, can we see that God above, 
Wno loves us with a Father's love ? 

Teachers. 
Yes, if we 're good ; his word is given 
To show our souls the way to heaven. 



43. CM. 

It was our Heavenly Father's love 
Brought every being forth ; 

He Inade the shining worlds above. 
And every thing on earth* 
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He ghrefl as all oorptirents dear, 
Oar teachers kind and true ; 

He bids us all their precepts hear, 
And all they teach us do^ 

God sees and hears us all the day, 
And in the darkest ni^ht ; 

He views us when we disobey, 
And when we act aright. 

God hears what we are saying now, 
O, what a wondrous though ! 

Our Heavenly Father ! teach us how 
To love thee as we ought. 



48. CM. 

WHBtis^ER I take my walks abroad, 

How mtim poor I see ! 
What shall I render to mv God 

For all his gifts to roe r 

Not more than others I deserve, 
Yet God hatii given me more ; 

For I have food, while others starve. 
Or beg firom door to door. 

While some poor children scarce can tell 
Where they may lay their head, 

I have a home wherein to dwell. 
And rest upon my bed. 

While others early learn to swear 

And curse and lie and steal. 
Lord! I am taught thy name to fear, 

And do thy holy will 
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Are tbete ikj &v0n» dav hf day. 

To me above the lest ? 
Tbeo let me love thee moie tbrnn tbejr, 

And try to eerve thee best 



44. 7s. M. 

Ik the itan that ahine 00 bri|^ 
In the moon we aee above, 
In the son that gives us li^[fat» 
In the worlds tlMt KMmd him move ; 

In the ocean, in the seas. 

In the dry and frnitfhl land, 

In the green and lofty trees, 

In the wind that makes them bend ; 

In the flowers that smell so sweet, 
tn the garden where they grow, 
In the Eoose, and in the street. 
Wheresoever we may go ; 

In the chan^r where we sleep, 
By the bed, to hear onr prayer ; 
Crod will all his children keep, 
God is here and eve r ywhere. 



4S. CM. 

LoBD ! I would own thy tender care^ 

And an thy love to me ; 
The food I eat, the clothes I wear, 

Are an bestowed by thee. 
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GOD. 

rr is thou preservest me from death 

And dangers every hour ; 
I cannot draw another breath, • 

Unless thou giv'st the power. 

My health, and friends, and parents dear, 

To me by God are given ; 
I have not any blessings here, 

But what are sent from heaven. 

Such fifoodness, Lord, and constant care, 

A child can ne'er repay ; 
But may it be my daily prayer 

To love thee and obey. 



46. L. M. 

I 'm not too young for God to see, 
He knows mv frame and nature too ; 
And all day long he looks on me, 
And sees my actions through and through. 

God always hears the words I say,' 
And knows the thoughts I have within ; 
And whether I 'm at work or play. 
He 's sure to see it if I sin. 

O, can I ever tell a lie, 
Or cheat m play, or steal, or fight, 
Now that I know that God is nigh. 
And has me always in his sight r 

When I 'm about to do amiss. 
However pleasant it may be, 
O, let me always think of this. 
My Heavenly Father looks at me! 



d by Google 



OOD. 



47. L.M. 

Ahoho the deepest shades of night, 
Cui there be one whe sees my way ? 
Yes ! God is like a shining light. 
That turns the darkness into daj. 

When every eye around me sleeps, 
May I not sin without contrd ? 
No ! for a constant watch he keeps 
On every thought of every souL 

If I could find some place unknown. 
Where human feet had never trod ; 
Yet there I could not be alone ; 
On every side there would be God. 

If, then, the Lord is always near, 
I 'U think of him in all I do ; 
And, O, how much I ought to fear, 
Since he both sees and loves me too! 



48. L.M. 

Fathee and Friend! tiiy light, thy loiie, 
Beaming through all thy works, we aee ; 
Thy glory gilds the heavens above, 
And all the earth is full of thee. 

We think not in what hallowed part 
Of the wide heavens thy throne may be ; 
But this we know, that, where thou art, 
Power, wisdom, goodness, dwell with thee. 
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Thy cluldren shall not fiunt nor fear. 
Sustained by this delightfiil thougfht : 
Since thou, their 6od^ art etery where. 
They cannot be where thoa art not 



40. CM. 

PATHn ! I love to read of thee, 
And learn of heayen above ; 

To hear what thou hast done for me 
By thy unceasing love. 

To think that all this world contains 
Was made and formed by thee ; 

And yet the power which all sustains 
Has thought and care for me. • 

That thoa art ever kind and good, 
My constant blessings prove ; 

My home, my friends, my daily food, 
Speak thy unfailing love. 

Father! I know each living thing 
Should sing its Maker's praise ; 

O, let me, then, my tribute bring, 
My little offering raise ! 



SO. L. M. 

Our Father, God,— the mighty One, 
Who built the earth, who made the son,- 
Yet makes us children still his care, 
And listens to our faintest prayer. . 



d by Google 



Angels are round about his throne ; 
Yet all our wants to him are known : 
Uimmnbered worlds his power obey ; 
Yet he upholds us in our waj« 

How wondrous tbb ! how far above 
All other power, all other love ! 
O, how shall we such love repay ? 
That very love hath told the way : — 

We must think much of ,Ood ; most give 
Our hearts to him ; must learn to live 
As be commands ; and seek and pray 
To know the right, the heavenly way. 



91. 8 6l 78. M. 

God is love ; his mercy brightens 
All the path in which we rove ; 

Bliss he wakes, and woe he lightens : 
God is wisdom, God is love. 

Death and change are busy ever; 

Man decays and a^es move ; 
But his mercy wanera never : 

God is wisdom, God is love. 

fTen the hour that darkest seemeth 
Will his changeless goodness prove ; 

From the mist his brightness streameth : 
God is wisdom, God is love. 

He with earthly cares entwineth 
Hope and comfort from above ; 

Everywhere his glory shineth : 
God is wisdom, God is love. 
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GOD. 



SQ. 7s. M. 

Children, can you tell us why 
You should love the God on high ? 
Teachers, yes ; the God above 
Is our Father ; God is love. 

Children, have you learned to know 
What return to God you owe ? 
Teachers, we our hearts must give^ 
Love, obey him whAe we live. 

Children, if you do his will, 
May you trust his mercy still ? 
Teachers, boundless is his grace, 
If we early seek his fece. 

Children, ask his mercy now. 
Teachers, with us humbly bow. 
jm J Father ! in thy love divine, 
} Make us all for ever thine ! 



S3. U M. 

Great God, and wilt thou condescend 
To be our Father and our Friend ? 
Thy children we, and thou so high. 
The Lord of earth and air and sky ! 

Art thou our Father ? Let us be 
Children obedient to thee ; 
And try, in word, and deed, and thought. 
To serve and please thee as we ought. 

Art thou our Father ? We '11 depend 
Upon the care of such a friend ; 
And only wish to do and be 
Whatever seemeth good to thee. ^ 
4 
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OQD. 



Art thou our Father ? Then, at last, 
When all our days on earth are past, 
Send down, and take us in thy love, 
To be thy children still above. 



S^. 8s. M. 

A KIND, loving Father we have, 
Unseen, yet for ever at hand ; 
Unchangeably faithful to save, 
Almighty to rule and command. 

His smiles and his blessings abound, 
His grace, as the dew, shall descend ; 
And his power and mercy surround 
The children on him who depend. 



SS. 8s. M. 

How good is the God we adore, 
bur faithful, unchangeable Friend 1 
His love is as great as his power. 
And knows neither measure nor end ! 

Eternal, the first and the last. 
His wisdom shall guide us safe home ; 
We '11 praise him for all that is past, 
And trust him for all that 's to come. 
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V. JESUS CHRIST. 



ff6. 7s. M. 



Teachers, tell us of the night, — 
What its signs (^ promise are. 
Children, o'er yon mountain's height 
See that glory-heaming star ! 
Teachers, does its beauteous ray 
Auffht of hope or joy foretell ? 
Children, yes, it brings the day. 
Promised day of Israel ! 

Teachers, tell us of the niffht ; 
Hiffher yet that star ascends. 
Children, blessedness and light. 
Peace and truth, its course portends. 
Teachers, will its beams alone 
Gild the spot that gave them birth ? 
Children, ages are its own ; 
See, it bursts o'er all the earth. 

Teachers, tell us of the nisfit ; 
For the morning seems to dawn. 
Children, darkness takes its flight; 
Doubt and terror are withdrawn* 
Teachers, now our questions cease ; 
We behold the light of morn ! 
Children, lo! the Prince of Peace, 
Lo ! the Son of God is born ! 

cS£?^<" thePriBceofPe«M,,&c 
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JESUS CHRIST. 



, . S7. 8, 7, & 4s. M. 

Shepherds, in the field abiding, 
Watching o'er your flocks by night. 

List the message, joy betiding, 
Of the angei clad in light : — 

" O, fear not ye ! 
Christ the Lord is born to-night^ 

Heavenly host, forthwith appearing, 
Praise the Lord in loftiest strain ! 

Human hearts with mercy cheering. 
Thus proclaim the Saviour's reign : — 

" Give God glory ! 
Peace on earth, good will to men.** 

Wise men in the East, adoring 
In the star an unknown king ; 

Guided by its light, exploring 
Where your treasures ye may bring,— 

Come to Jesus, — 
In the manger see the King! 

Children, see yet shininff o'er us 
The bri^t star of Bethlehem's plain ! 

Children, join the heavenly chorus, 
Sing tne angels' song agsdn : — 

" Give God glory ! 
Peace on earth, good will to men.'* 



SS. C. M. 

See from on high a light divine 

Oh Jesus' bead descend ; 
And hear the sacred voice ftom heaven 

Th«U bids us all attend. 
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JESUS CHRIST. 

<* This is my well beloved Son," 
Proclaimed the voice divine.; 

^Hear him" his Heavenly Father said, 
" For all his words are mine." 

His mission thus confirmed from heaven, 

The great Messiah came, 
And heavenly wisdom showed to man, . 

In God his Father's name. 

The path of heavenly peace he showed. 
That leads to bliss on high ; 

Where all his faithful followers here 
Shall live, no more to die. 



ff9. 7s. M. 

Angel, roll the stone away ! 
Death, yield np thy mighty prey ! 
Jesus rises from the tomb, 
Glowing in immortal bloom ! 

Christians, dry your flowing tears ; 
Banish unbelieving fears ; 
Look on his deserted grave ; 
Doubt no more his power to save* 

Let your hearts with rapture swell, 
And the Saviour's triumph tell ; 
Where, O Death, is now thy sting? 
Where thy terrors, vanquished kmg ? 



60. C. M. 

Ik the ffreen fields of Palestine, 
And by its winding rills, 
4» 
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JB9HJ8 CHRIST. 

Along tiie Jordim'6 sac^red «tfe«m, 
And o'er the yine-clad hille, 

Once lived and roved the fairest child 
That ever blessed the earth ; 

The holiest, the happiest, 
That e'er had human birth. 

How beautiful his childhood was. 

Harmless and nndefiled ! 
O, dear to his young mother's heart 

Was this pure, smless child ! 

Emdly in all his deeds and words, 

And gentle as the dove ; 
Obediint, affectionate. 

His very soul was love, 

O, is it not a blessed thought. 

Children of human birth, 
That once the Saviour was a child, 

And lived upon the earth? 



61. L. M. 

How sweethr flowed the gospel's sound 
From lips of gentleness and grace. 
When listening thousands gathered round, 
And joy and reverence filled the place I 

From heaven he came, of heaven he spokey 
To heaven he led his followers' way ; 
Dark clouds of gloomy night he broke, 
Unveiling an immortal d^y* 

*< Come, children, to my Father's home. 
Come, all ye tittle ones, and rest 1 " 
Yes, sacred Teacher, we will come, 
Obey thee, love thee, and be blest 
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JBBU8 CHRIST. 



, 7s. M. 

First Choir. 
Brothers, sisters, have you heard 
The invitation of our Lord, 
Calling children to his arms, 
Blessing them with angel charms? 
Jesus says, in words benign, 
•* Children, come, be ever mine ; 
Seek the peace and joy above ; 
Share with me the Father's love." 

Sec&ndOmt. 

Yes, we 've heard the Saviouf s voice, 
Ma-king our glad hearts rejbice ; 
O, how gracious and how kind 
Jesus eveiy child may find ! 
We will come at his request, 
We will seek the promised rest 
O, be ours the joy and love 
Of the blessed ones above ! 

Togeihtr. 
Then, united, let us raise 
Songs of gratitude and praise.; 
And, in hope and feith, arise 
To our home above the skies. 
O, how happy children are 
Who the bliss of saints can share ! 
Upward, upward let us soar, 
Heaven our home for evermore ! 



US. 7s. M. 

Blessings on thee, gracious Lord! 
Every child shall bless thy name, 
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JXSU8 CHRIST. 

For each gentle look or word, 
When to thee the children came. 

Happy child, upon whose head, . 
As he sat upon thy knee, 
Thy kind hand was softly laid, 
BlessinjT him, — how tenderly ! 

Hark ! that voice is raised in prayer. 
Which coald still the tempest wild ; 
Lo ! that mighty hand is there, 
Laid in blessing on a child. 

Blessings on thee, gracious Lord ! 
Every child shall bless thy name. 
For each gentle look and word, . 
When to 3iee the children came. 



64. L. M. 

When Jesus Christ was here below, 
And spread his works of loye abroad, 
If we had lived so long ago, 
O, should not we have loved the Lord ? 

Jesus, who was so verjr kind. 
Who came to pardon sinful men, 
Who healed the sick, and cured the blinds 
O, should nof; we have loved him then ? 

But where is Jesus ? Is he dead ? 
O, no ! he lives in heaven above ; 
And « Blest are they," the Saviour said, 
** Who, though they have not seen me, love^" 
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JISUS CH&I8T. 



60. CM. 



Was not our Lord, a ]itti« child, 
Once taught to praise and pray, — 

By father dear, and mother mild. 
Instructed day by day ? 

And loved he not of lieaven to talk, 
With children in his sight, -^ 

To meet them in his daily vnikj 
And to his arms invite ? 

He still is neM^us, to survev 
These brignt and ordered files, 

Like spring-flowers in their best amy 
All silence and all smiles. 

While, then, each little voice, in turn, 

Utters his blessed truth, 
To love him let each scholar learn. 

And be like him in youth. 



66. 7s. M. 

Jesus, when a Ittde child, 
Taught as what we on^t to be ; 
Holy, harmless, unde&led 
Was the Saviour's infancy ; 
All the Father's gooihiess shone 
In the conduct of his Son. 

As in affe and strength he grew. 
Heavenly wisdom filled his breast ; 
Crowds attentive round him drew. 
Wondering at their youthful guest ; 
Gazed upon his beaming face. 
Saw fakn full of truth and grace. . 
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mV8 CHRIST. 

In hit Heavenly Father's house 
Jesus loved to spend his days ; 
There he paid his solemn vows. 
There proclaimed his Father's praise ; 
Thus it was his lot to gain 
Favor both with God and man. 

Father, guide our steps arighti 
In the path that Jesus trod ; 
May it be our chief deliffht 
To obey thy will, O God ! 
Then to us shall soon be j^ven 
Endless bliss with Chr^ m hesven. 



67. L.M. 

Whin in our hearts rise angry thoughts, 
And on our tongues are words unkind, 
With what stron^r chains, by what blest art. 
Shall we our raging passions bind ? 

O meek and peaceful Jesus ! then 
To thee, to thee our souls shall turn ; 
We will look up from earth and men ; 
To copy thee our souls shall learn. 

Remembering thee, thou gentle one, 
How mildly uion didst bear all wrong | 
The sin of anger we shall shun. 
Nor find our temper stubborn long. 

A holy spell thy name shall be, 
The memory of thy peaceful life ; 
And we will straiffbtway think of thee. 
Whene'er our soma would rise in strife. 
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JS8US CSRIST. 



68. L. M. 



" O, i/KARN of me," the Sarieur cried, 
*• O, learn of me, ye sons of pride ! 

For I am lowly, humble, meek ; 

No haughty looks high thoughts bespeak." 

Yes, blessed Jesus ! thou wast mild, 
Patient, and gentle, when a child ; 
And children, who thy joy would see, 
Must meek and lowly be, like thee. 



69. S. M. . 

• For us God's blessed Son, 
From childhood to the mve. 

Was poorer than the humblest one 
Of those he came to save. 

For us he was disti^ssed ; 
And many a tear he shed ; 
And had, in his few hours of rest. 
Not where to lay his head. 

For us the Saviour died 
In weariness and pain ; 
And God forbid the crimson tide 
Should be poured out in vain ! 



to. CM. 

Jbs^s was holy, wise, and good, 

Harmless and undefiled. 
And, though of heavenly powers possessed, 

Was once, like us, a child. 
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JVOT8 CHRIST. 

He thought of God, to God he prayed : 

It was his greatest joy 
His Heavenly Fathers will to do, 

And thus his life employ. 

For us he suffered every ill 

That human nature knows ; 
Was mocked, and scourged, and croeified. 

And murdered hy his foea, 

Now in his Heavenly Father's house. 

In mansions bright and fair. 
He loves us, intercedes for us, 

And will receive us there. 



71* L. M. 

See how he loved, who travelled on 
Teaching the doctrine from the skies ; 
Who bade disease and pain begone. 
And called the sleeping dead to rise! 

See how he loved, who, firm yet mild, 
Patient endured each scoffing tongue ; 
Though oft provoked, who ne^er reviled, 
Nof did his greatest foe a wrong ! 

See how he loved, who never shrank 
From toil or dartger, pain or deaUi ; 
Who all the cup of sorrow drank. 
And meekly yielded up his breath! 

Such love can we unmoved suivey ? 
O, may our breasts with ardor glow 
To tread his steps, "his laws obey, 
And thus our warm affecUon show ! 
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JB8DS CHBI8T. 

T». C. M. • 

Behold, where in a mortal form 
Appears each grace divine ; 

The virtues all in Jesus met, 
With mildest radiance shine. 

To spread the rays of heavenly light, 

To give the mourner joy, 
To preach the gospel to the poor. 

Was his divine employ. 

'Midst keen reproach and cruel scorn, 
Patient and meek he stood ; 

His foes ungrateful sought his life, — 
He labored for their good. 

Be Christ our pattern and our guide ; 
^ His image may we bear \ 
O, may we tread his holy steps, 
His joy and glory share 1 



73. L. M. 

He lived as none but he has lived, 
That wisest Teacher, from above ; 
He died as none but he has died: 
His every act an act of love. 

His fervent piety was breathed 
To the lone waste, the desert hill ; ' 
And in the haunts of men he sought 
To do his Heavenly Father's will. 

He preached the gospel to the poor ; ' 
Beside the couch of anguish stood ; 
Consoled the sufferer, healed the sick, 
Aqd went about still doing good. 
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JI8U8 CHRIST. 

With fifnera be conversed, and gave 
Peace to the troubled, contrite mind ; 
Yet, free from stain till life's last hour. 
In him his foes no fault can find. 

Bom 'midst the humblest sons of earth, 
All earth's temptations he withstood ; 
And e'en the meed of praise renouncedy 
Declaring God alone is good. 



74. 7s. M. 

Feeble, helpless, how shall I 
Learn to live and learn to die ? 
Who, O God, my guide shall be ? 
Who shall lead thy child to thee ? 

Blessed Father ! gracious One ! 
Thou hast sent thy holy Son, 
He will give the hght I need. 
He my trembling steps will lead. 

Through this world, uncertain, dim. 
Let me e^er lean on him ; 
From his precepts wisdom draw, 
Make his life my solemn law. 

Thus, in deed, and thought, and word. 
Led by Jesus Christ the Lord, 
In my meekness thus shall I 
Learn to live and learn to die : 

Learn to live in peace and love, 
Like the blessed ones above ; 
Learn to die without a fear, 
Feeling thee, my Father, near. 
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JBSUS CHRIST. 



7S. 6s. M. 

I FEEL'within a want, 
For ever burning there ; 
What I 80 thirst for, grant, 

Thou who hearest prayer t 

This is the thing I crave, -:- 
A likeness to thy Son ; 
This would I rather ha?e 
Than call the world my own* 

Like him, now in my youth, 

1 long, O God, to be, — 
In tenderness and truth, 
In sweet humility. 

T is my most fervent prayer, - 
Be it more fervent still. 
Be it my highest care, 
Be it my settled will [ 
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VI. PRAYER. 



76. C. M. 

Will God, who made the earth and sea, 

The night, and shining day, 
Regard a little child like me, 

And listen when I pray ? 

Yes ; in his holy word we read 

Of his unfailing love ; 
And when his mercy most we need, 

His mercy he will prove. 

To those who seek him he is near $ 

He looks upon the heart; 
And from the humble and sincere 

He never will depart 

He sees our thoughts, our wishes knows. 
He hears our faintest prayer ; 

Where'er the child to seek him goes, 
He finds his Father there. 



77. 7&68. M. 

Go, when the morning shineth. 
Go, when the moon is bright, 

Go, when the eve declineth. 
Go, in the hush of night ; 
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Go, with pure thoagbt and feeling, 

Fling earthly care away, 
And in thy chamber, kneeling, 

T0 God in secret pray. 

Remember all who love thee. 

All who are loTed by thee ; 
Pray, too, for those wno hate thee, 

If any such there be ; 
Then for thyself, in meekness, 

A blessing humbly claim ; 
And hnk with each petition 

Thy great Redeemer's name* 

Or, if *t is e*er denied thee 

In solitude to pray, 
Should holy thoughts come o'er thee 

When friends are round thy way ; 
E'en then the silent breathing. 

Thy spirit raised above. 
Will reach his throne of glory, 

Who 's mercy, truth, and love. 

O, not a joy nor blessing 
With this can we compare. 

The power that he hath given as 

To pour our souls in prater ! 
Whene'er thou pin'st in (Sadness, 

Before his footstool fall ; 
Remember, in thy gladness. 

His love who gave thee all. 



78. S. M. 

We oft repeat our prayers ; 
But do we ever pray ? 
Or do the wishes of our hearts 
Suggest the werds we say ? 
5* 
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PRAYER. 

We maj 9» weH kneel down* 
And worship ^ds of stone, 
As ofier to the hving Grod 
A prayer of wor& alone. 

For words without the heart 
The Lord will never hear ; 
Nor will he ever those regard 
Whose pn^ers are insinc^ie. 

Lord ! teach us what we want, 
And teach us how to pray ; 
Nor let us e'er implore thy gracei 
Not feeling what we say. 



79. L. M.. 

God is so good that he will hear 
Whenever children humbly pray ; 
He always lends a gracious ear 
To what the youngest child can say. 

His own most holy book declares^ 
That, as a tender father will. 
He listens to our lowly prayers, 
And what we ask will grant us stilL 

He loves to hear a youthful tongue 
Thank him for all his mercies given ; 
And when on earth his praise is sung 
By children's lips, 't is heard in heaven. 



80. CM. 

Lord ! teach us children how to pray. 

And listen to our prayer ; 
Jhou hearest all the words we «ay. 

For thou art everywhere. 
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A little sparrow cannot fall 

Unnoticed, Lord, by thee ; 
And, though we are but young and small, 

Thy constant care are we. 

Teach us to do whate'er is right ; 

When we do wrong, forgive ; 
And make it our sincere delight 

To serve thee while we live. 

Whatever trouble we are in. 

To thee for help we '11 call; 
But keep us more than all from sin. 

For that is worse than alL 



81. CM. 

When in the school we rise to pray. 

As we are taught to do, 
God will not answer what we say. 

Unless we feel it too. 

Yet foolish thoughts our hearts beguilty 

And, when we pray or sing, 
We 're often thinkfng, all the while, 

About Some other thing. 

O, let us never, never dare 

To act the trifler's part. 
Or think that God will hear a prayer 

That comes not from the heart I 

But if we make his ways our choice, 

As holy children do^ 
Then, while we seek him with our voice, 

Our hearts will love him too. 
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VII. PRAISE. 



S2. 7s. M. 

Praise to God ! O, let as raise 
From our hearts a song of praise ! 
Of that goodness let us sin^, 
Whence our lives and blessings spring. 

Praise him for our happy hours, 
Praise him for our varied powers, 
For these thoughts that rise above. 
For these hearts he made for love. 

For the voice he placed within, 
Bearing witness when we sin, 
Praise to him whose tender care 
Keeps this watchful guardian there ! 

Praise his mercy, that did send 
Jesus for our guide and friend ! 
Praise him, every heart and voice. 
Him who makes all worlds rejoice ! 



83. 5&6S.M. 

O, PRAISE ye the Lord ! 
Let each heart and voice 
Prepare now his praise 
Devoutly to sing ; 
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PRAISE* 

lo tbeir Heavenly Father 

Let children rejoice. 
And, crowned with his mercies, 

Their gratitude bring. 

Let them his great name 
With reverence adore ; 
In music's sweet strains 
His goodness declare, 

Who guides by his wisdom, 
SuEftains by his power, 

Wipes away every tear, 
And hears every prayer. 

The love that we owe, 
O, let us thus give 
To God, whose kind care 
Each blessing supplies ! 

Our thanks and our praises, 
As ^ong as we live, 

Be laid on his altar, -^ 
The heart's sacrifice ! 



84. 7s. M. 

God of mercy ! God of love ! 
Lord of all below, above I 
Thee we bless for daily food ; 
Thee we bless for every good ; 
Thee we praise in grateful song, 
Thou, to whom our thanks belong. 

More than all, we praise thee. Lord, 
For the blessing of thy word ; 
For the tidings Jesus brought ; 
For the precepts Jesus taught : 
Jesus leads our thoughts above $ 
Taught by him, we praise thy Ic^viB. 
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PRAISB. 

Gracious Father ! Heaveid/ King ! 
Feeble lips preflume to sing; 
Children's voices humbly raise 
Grateful, fervent songs of praise : 
Endless praise to thee be ffiven, 
Glorious Lord of earth and heaven ! 



SS. 10, n&128. M. 

Sones of rejoicing uniting to raise, 
Swell with your voices the chorus of praise; 
Sing and rejoice, and approach with thanksgiving 
The throne that through ages eternal hath stood; 
Por he who made earth, and gave life to all living. 
The greatest, the wisest, above all, is Gooa. 
Songs of rejoicing uniting to raise, 
Swell with your voices the chbrus of praise. 

Praise to Jehovah ! his name be adored ! 

Praise the Creator ! rejoice in the Lord ! 
Grdat is his power, beyond all estimation ; 
But greater his gdodness, which gives life its worth ; 
His goodness is shown in the work of creation ; 
And love to our Maker his love should call fMk, 

Praise to Jehovah ! his name be adored ! 

Praise the Creator ! rejoice in the Lord \ 



86. 7s. M, 

Holt, holy, holy. Lord ! 
Be thy glorious name adored ! 
Lord ! 4y mercies never fail ; 
Hail ! celestial goodness, hail ! 
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, PRAISE. 

Thongh unworthy, Lord, thine ear, 
Deign our humble hymns to hear; 
Purer praise we hope to bring, 
When around thy throne we sing. 

While on earth ordained to stay, 
Guide our footsteps in thy way. 
Till we come to dwell with thee, 
And thy glorious greatness see. 

Then no tongue shall silent be, 

All shall join in harmony ; 

That, through heaven's all spacious lound, 

Songs of praise may ever sound. 



87. 7&8s. M. 

We praise the power that made us, 

We praise the love that blesses ; 
While every day, that rolls away, 

Thy gracious care confesses. 

Life is from thee^ blest Father ! 

From thee our breathing spirits ; 
And thou dost give, to all that live, 

The bliss that each inherits. 

Though trial and affliction 

May cast their dark shade o'er us. 
Thy love doth throw a heavenly glow 

Of light on all before us. 

That love has smiled from heaven 

To cheer our path of sadness. 
And lead the way, through earth's dull day, 

To realms of endless gladness. 



d by Google 



That light of love and ^17 

Hat shone through Cbnst the Saviour, — 
The holy guide, who lived and died 

That we might live for ever. 

And since thy great compassion 

Thus brings thy children near thee. 
May we to praise devote our days, 

And love as well as fear thee. 



88. 12s. M. 

We will praise thee, O God, with the heart and the 

voice, 
We will call on the earth and the heavens to rejoice; 
For there 's nothing beneath, and there 's notMog 

above, 
But declareth thy glory, and telleth thy love. 

To the myriads and myriads of gay living things 
So happy around us, there 's no joy but it springs 
Straight from thee, the pure Fountain of love and of 

fight. 
The great Author of all that is blessed and bright! 

To thy children on earth it is thou who hast given 
Everv peace-breathmg truth, and sweet promise of 

heaven ; 
Who dost shed on their path every beaming of bliss, 
And hast made for them worlds far more glorious than 

this. 
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PBAI8B. 



80. a P.M. 

Teachers and Children, 

Now let our hearts unite to raise 
a' cheerful anthem to his praise, 

Our Father, God above ; 
Let music, as sweet incense, rise 
In grateful accents to the skiet, 

A chant of joy and loYe"! 

Children, 

Thus brought belbre our Father's &ecv 
May we display ^ch child-like grace 

To his heartHsearching view ! 
O, helf) us, Father, to fulfil 
Thy wise and ever gracious will, 
in all we say or do ! 

Teachers^ 

We ^ank thee, Father, if our card, 
BldSit by thy answers to our prayer, 

Hath reared this flock for thee : 
O, be thy blessing on them yet! 
O, may these fond hearts ne'er forget 

How much they owe to thee ! 

Children. 

How vicious, wretched, might we be. 
If iprowing up from infancy 

In Christian truth untaught ! 
But now devoted, Lord, to thee. 
In faith, and love, and purity, 

How happy is our lot! 
6 
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Teachers. 

Father ! accept onr offering ! 

We unto thee these children bring, 

To thee thine own we gfive ; 
Rejoicing in thy constant love, 
All their affections set above, ' 

Pore, happy may they live ! 

Children. 

O Father ! unto tis impart 

That precious memory of the heart, 

Undying gratitude ; 
And may the lessons we are taught, 
Impressed on every wish and thon^ht, 

Be through our lives pursued F 

Teachers and ChUdretu 

Thus, with united heart and voice. 
In thy loved presence we rejoice. 

And thus our prayers ascend : 
O, when we all appear above, 
May'st thou confirm our mutual love, 

And all find thee their Friend! 



O. 8 & 7s. M. 

Teachers. 

Come, ye children, and adore him :. 

God of all, he reigns above ; 
Come, and worship now before him : 

He hath called you by his love. ' 
He will grant you every blessing 

Of his ull-abounding graces 
Come, with humble hearts expressing 

Ail your gratitude and praise. 
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PRAISE. 

Children* 
On this holy day of gladnesa, 

We will joio in jpraises meet; 
Every bosom free from sadness, 

All with happiness replete. 
O, to have the faith of Jesus ! 

O, to feel that from above 
Still our Heavenly Father sees us 

With an eye of tender love ! 

Parents. 
Dearest children, now adore him ; 

Swell aloud the joyful strain ; 
We, your parents bow before him, 

Echo back your notes again. 
While he will accept the praises 

E*en from every heart and tonffue, 
Those to him which childhood raises 

Still are sweetest of the song. 

Children. 
Father ! here our hearts' oblfttion 

Kow ascends to thee alone ; 
We would come, heirs of salvation, 

Here to worship at thy throne. 
Parents, teachers, join the chorus ! , 

Join in hymning forth his praise. 
Who around, within, and o'er us, 

All a Father's love displays ! 

Parents, Teachers, and Children. 
Father! praise to thee for ever! 

In thy praise we all unite ; 
Father ! praise to thee, the giver -* 

Blessed gift » of life and Ug^ I 
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Join, then, teachers, ftthen, mothers ! 

All who feel his love, adore ! 
Join, too, children, sisters, brothera ! 

Sing his praise for ev^ermore ! 



9t. ^&88. M. 

CkHdrtn, 

Come, let our voices join 
In one glad song of praise ; 
To God, the God of love, 
Our grateful hearts we raise. 

Teachers. 
His love demands your earliest eoa^ ; 
To God alone your praise belongs. 

Children* 

Within these hallowed walls 
Our willing feet are brought ; 
Teachers and scholars meet, 
And heavenly troth is taught 

Tioeh^s. 
To God alone the praise k due. 
Who ^ves his word to us and yon. 

jm. • 

O Father ! may thy love 

Our mutual labors bless ! 

May all who teach or learn 

Deserve and share success ! 
Then shall the praise resound to thee, 
Now and through alt eternity. 
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PRAISE. 

09, 6 & 8s. M. 

In earth, and sea, and sky, 

Throughout the universe, 
All creatures, in one general strain. 

Their Maker's praise rehearse ; 

On every hanging bou|rhy 

The minstrels of the aur, 
In sonj^ of sweetest melody, 

Their Maker's love declare. 

The tenants of the deep» 

Beneath the ci^ystal wave. 
Convey their tribute up to heaven 

From every ocean cave ; 

The insects of the earth 

Unite with one accord ; 
And hills, and vales, and plants, and floweM, 

Sing praises to the Lotd. 

Within yon azure vault, 

The world- bespangled sky. 
The sun lifls up his glorious voice, 

And -moon and stars reply : 

All, in one concert sweet. 

One loftv strain, combine ; 
All is one hymn of grateful prayer, 

Of harmony divine. 

And shall not we unite 

His mercy to declare ? 
O God 1 amid the general song^ 

Attend the children's prayer ; 

Accept our feeble praise 

For all that thou hast given ; 
Bless us on earth, and, after deaths 

O, bless us all in heaven I 
6* 
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VIII. EARLY PIETY. 



t. CM. 



When children give their hearts to Grod| 

T is pleasing in his eyes ; 
A flower, when offered in the bad, 

Is no vain sacrifice. 

It saves us from unnumbered snares 

To mind religion younjr; 
Grace will preserve our following yews, 

And make our virtue strong. 

To thee, Almighty God, to thee 

C^r childhood we resign ; 
TT will please us to look back and see 

Life's morning all was thine ! 

Let the sweet work of prayer and praise 
Employ our youngest breath ; 

Thus we 're prepared fbr longer days. 
Or fit for early death. 



94. L. M. 

Wht have we lips, if not to ain^ 
The praises of our Heavenly King ? 
Why have we hearts, if not to love 
Our Father and our Friend above ? 

Why were our curious bodies made, 
And every part in order laid ? 
Why, but that each of us might stand 
A living wonder firom his hand ? 
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XARLY FISTT. 

'Why have we soak, if not to kw>w 
Whe God from whom our mercies flow ? 
Sure, this can never be our lot. 
Like senseless brutes to know him not! 

Why have we life ? — if not to gain 
Immortal life, 't is worse than vain ; 
This is the end for which 't was given,— 
We live on earth, to live in heaven. 



95. CM. 

T IS said the old may seek their God, 
And give themselves to praise ; 

The young are made for brighter things, 
And pleasure claims their days. 

But all the joys of life are pangs. 

And sweet is bitter soon, 
To those w^o leave their God when yoUng,^ 

And seek the world alone. 

And can it be that God in love 
The brightest hopes will send; 

But youth shall all his gifts despise^ 
And thus his love oTOnd ? 

Let early piety approve * 

Religion's pleasant ways ; 
Let sacred joy bid sorrow cease. 

And crown our youthfql dt^ys. 



OO* L. M. 

We are but young, — yet we may swg 
The praises of our Heavenly King ; 
His children live beneath his eye. 
And children?8 thoughts tun soar ^ high. 
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KARLT PI£TY. 

We «re but joBDg, -* but hero in yondi 
We learn the words of ChrisUan truth ; 
Christ k to us the life, the way,*— 
O, let us all his words obey ! 

We are but young, — we need a guide,- 
In Jesus would our souls confide ; 
O, lead us in the paths of truth, 
Protect and bless our helpless yoath. 

We are but young, — yet God has shed 
Unnumbered blessings on our head ; 
Then let our youth and riper days 
Be all deyoted to his praise. 



97. 7&6s. M. 

Child, in the midst of blessings 

Thy favored ]ot is cast. 
No shadow o'er thy prospects. 

Upon thy hopes no blast : 
Thine are the purest pleasures 

And joys of infancy ; 
The fond gaze of a flection, 

The smile of sympathy. 

Approving friends caress thee, 

Where'er thy footsteps rove ; 
The ears that hear thee bless thee, 

The eves that see thee love ; 
Yet life hath snares and sorrows, 

From which no friend can save, 
And evils still may reach thee. 

Which thou art weak to brave. 

Child, seek a heavenly guardian, 

A Father's love intreat ; 
Thy duty learn of Jesus, 

Sit humbly at his feet ^ 
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£ARIiY PIETT. 



Where'er lie leails thee, folbw, 
Obey each precept given ; 

Thus conquer sin and sorroir, 
And rise with him to J^aveiu 



96. 8b. M. 

In childhood the spring time of life, 
The seeds of pure goodness we *li sow ; 
Then, fast as our years shall increase, 
III knowledge and virtue we Tl grow : 
To do all the good in our power 
Shall be every minute's employ ; 
And then, when our seasons are o'er, 
We '11 reap a rich harvest of joy. 



09. CM. 

O, IN the mom of life, wiien youtb 

With vital ardor glows. 
And shines in all the fairest chanas 

That beauty can disclose ; 

Deep in thy soul, before its powers 

Are yet by vice enslaved, 
Be thy Creator's glorious name 

And character engraved ; 

Ere yet the shades of sorrow cloud 
The sunshine of thy days; 

And cares and toils, an endless round, 
Encompass all thy ways. 
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EARLY PIETY. 



Trae wifldoin, early sought and gainedy 

In age will give thee rest ; 
O, then, improve the morn of life, 

To make its evening bleat! 



100. 7s. M. 

YouNe and happy while thou art^ 
Not a fprrow on thy brow, 
Not a sorrow in thy heart, 
Seek the Lord, thy Maker, now. 

In its freshness bring the flower, 
While the dew upon it lies. 
In the cool and cloudless hour 
Of the morning sacrifice. 

As the first- fhiits of the year 
Should be c^ered to the Lord, 
So the first-fruits of the heart 
On his altar should be poured. 

Thus the blessing from above 
On life's harvest shall be given ; 
Sown in tears, perhaps, on earth, 
Reaped in joyfulness in heaven. 



lOl. CM. 

Now that our journey 's just begun, 

Our road so little trod, 
We 11 come, before we further ran, 

And give ourselves to God. 
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EARLY PIETY. 

What sorrows may our steps attend 

We neyer can foretell ; 
But, since we know God is our friend, 

We feel that all is well. 

If all our earthly friends should die, 
And leave us mourning here, 

^nce God will hear the orphan's cry, 
O, what have we to fear ? 

Father ! whatever grief or ili 

For us may be in store. 
Make us submissive to thy will. 

And we will ask no more. 



109. CM. 

Why should we spend our youthful days 

In folly and in sin. 
When wisdom shows her pleasant ways, 

And bids us walk therein ? 

Folly and sin our peace destroy ; 

They glitter and are past ; 
They yield us but a moment's joy. 

And end in death at last. 

But, if true wisdom we possess. 
Our joys shall never cease ; 

Her ways are ways of pleasantness, 
Aod all her paths are peiM^e. 
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KAMhY PUTT. 

i«a. L.M. 

In these bri(^ht hours of blooroin? youth. 
Father, we feel and own thy truth ; 
Thy mercies with increasing age 
Shall still our grateful hearts engage. 

No human power shall e'er control 
This settled purpose of the soul, 
Or urge our steadfast minds to stray 
From wisdom's straight and narrow way. 

Father ! to thee our hearts we giv«y 
Unto thy glory we would live ; 
Father, our strength, our hope, our joy ! 
Thy service shall our lives employ. 



104. 7&*6s. M. 

It is not earthly pleasure, 

That withers in a day ; 
It is not mortal treasure. 

That flieth soon away ; 
It is not friends that leave us ; 

It is not sense nor sin. 
That smile but to deceive us, 

Can give us peace within. 

But 't is religion bringetb 

Joy beyond earth's control ; 
Rich from the fount it springeth, 

Within the child's pure soul ; 
He that is meek and lowlv 

The Saviour's fkce shall see ; 
To none but to the holy 

fleaven's gates shall opened be. 
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EARLY FIETT. 

Lord ! be thjr spirit near us, 

While we thy word are tan^gbt ; 
And may these days that cheer us 

With Aitore good be fraught ; 
May we, to heaven invited, 

Wjien youth and life are flown, 
Teachers and taught united, 

ABsemble round thy throne. 



lOS. CM. 

Mt child, tread not the downward path, 

Though broad and smooth it seem ; 
T is a deceitful, thorny road, 

Where dangers lurk unseen. 
Let not the fruits and flowers it yields 

Allure thine erring feet ; 
Nor listen to the songs, which strike 

The ear, so soft and sweet. 

£re half thy day of life be spent^ 

Those flowers so bright will fade, 
Those fruits decay, nor music cheer 

Thine heart at evening's shade ; 
And when the darkness of the night 

Shall gather round the soul, 
No star will guide, no voice will soothe, 

Though troubles o'er thee roll. 

But listen to the voice of truth, 
' The word of God obey ; 
And seek the narrow path which leads 

To realms of endless day. 
And though that way be steep at first, 

And thorns thy feet may wound. 
Each onward step will eadier grow. 
And fadeless flowers be found ; 
7 
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And thou sbalt phiek immoTtal fruit. 

And drink of living streams, 
And upward raise thy weary eyes, 

Where light celestial beams : 
And if, while toiling on the way, 

Thy spirit faint become, 
A Friend unseen thy heart will cheer. 

And guide thee safely home. 



lOe. 8 & lOs. M. 

From Him, who is thy guard, thy shield, 

Turn not thy youthful heart away ; 

His favor he will freely yield, — 

Then for his mercy ever pray.. 
O, put thy trust in him ! then thou art bleat; 
For on his love full safely may'st thou rest. 

His love will be a shining light, 
A light that shall endure for aye, 
A guide to thee in sorrow's night, 
A sunbeam in thy brightest day \ 
Then let thy grateful thoughts for ever rise 
To Him whose bounty every want supplies. 

And in the sunshine and the shade 

Of life, O, ever turn to him, 

Who all things bright and good hath made, 

Whose eye of love is never dim ! 
O, cast thy care on him, — nor yield to fear,— 
The Father ever kind, and ever near ! 
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EARLY PISTY. 



107. C. M. 



What if the little rain should say, 

So small a drop as I 
Can ne'er refresh the thirsty fields, ^— 

I 'II tarry in the sky ? 

What if a shining beam of noon 
Should in its fountain stay, . 

Because its feeble light alone 
Cannot create a day ? 

Doth not each rain-drop help to fonn 
The cool,^ refreshing shower ? 

And every ray of light, to warra 
And beautify the flpwer ? 

T is thus the good each child may do, 

When many do their best, 
Will help to bring within our view 

The glory of the blest 



108. L. M.61. 

O, GUIDE US through life's early day. 
From virtue's path ne'er let us stray ! 
And should our passions tempt us wrong, 
Wilt thou restrain our hands and tongue. 
Check every thought and habit vain, 
And bring us to thyself again. 

If good or ill our portion be, 

Lord ! we will trace the source to thee ; 

Grateful enjoy, or friendly bear. 

The lot thy wisdom bids us share : 

But, lest our minds should weakly yield. 

Be thou, O Lord, our strength and e^eld ! 
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EAKLT PDETY. 



100. 78. M. 61. 

Quiet, Lord, my froward heart : 
Make me docile, meek, and mild, 
Upriffbt, simple, free from art, 
A submissive, humble child ; 
From distmst and envy free, 
Pleased with aU that pleaseth thee. 

What thou shalt to*day proTide 
Let me as thy child receive, 
What to-morrow may betide 
Calmly to thy wisdom leave : 
T is enough that thou wilt care, — 
Why should I the burden bear ? 

As a little child relies 

On a care beyond his own, — 

Knows he 's neither strong nor wise. 

Fears to stir a step alone ; 

Let me thus with thee abide. 

As my Father, Guardian, Guide. 



110. C. M. 

Wx ask not golden streams of wealth 

Along our path to flow ; 
We ask not undecayincr health. 

Nor length of years oelow. 

W^ ask not honors, which an hour 

May bring and take away ; 
We ask not pleasure, pomp, and power. 

Lest we should go astray. 
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KARLY FIKtY. 

We ask for wisdom : — Lord^ impart 
The knowledge how to live ; 

A wise and anderstanding heart 
To us thy children give, 

Let us remember thee in youth, 

Before the evil days ; 
And do thou guide us by thy truth 

In wisdom's pleasant ways^ 



111. P.M. 

The morning hours of cheerful light 

Of all the day are best ; 
But as they speed their hasty flight, 
If every hour is spent aright, 
We sweetly sink to sleep at night, 

And pleasant is our rest 

And life is like a summer's day, 

It seems so quickly past ; 
Youth is the morning, bright and gay. 
And, if 't is spent in wiscbm's way. 
We meet old age without dismay. 

And death is sweet at last 



iia. c. M. 

The mom of life how fair and jrj^y, 
How cheering, and how new F 

What hopes illume the opening day, 
And brighten every view ! 



d by Google 



EAaLT Firry. 

Bat slippery is the path we treftd ; 

In pleasure's dangerous way, 
A thousand snares are round us spread. 

And oft our feet betray. 

How shall we, then, our course pursue 
Through life's uncertain road ? 

What friendly hand will point our view 
To duty and to God? 

In God's own word the way is sure, 

And plain to every eye ; 
It leads us, in a path secure, 

To brighter worlds on high. 



113. 8&6s. M. 

Thou tempted one, just entering 

Upon enchanted ground. 
Ten thousand snares are spread for thee, 

Ten thousand foes surround. 
A dark and a deceitful band. 

Upon thy path they lower ; — 
Trust not thine own unaided strength 

To save thee firom their power : 
Pray, pray to Him whose niighty arm 
Alone can shield thy soul firom harm. 

Thou, whose yet bright and joyous eye 

Must soon be dimned with tears, 
To whom the hour of bitterness 

Must come in coming years, — 
Teach early that confiding eye 

To pierce this cloudy screen ; 
See where, above the storms of life, 

Eternally serene, 
A Father's love is beaming bright, 
A Father's smile still Bhe& its light 
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EARLY PIKTY. 

O bora to 8k ! the path of flowenr, 

Thou dost exulting tread, 
Leads to the dreary sepulchre, ^ 

The silence of the dead. 
But if from youth thy spirit's love 

Shall to thy God be given. 
Death's icy hand will ope for thee 

The radiant gates of heaven : 
There life immortal, joys divine, 
Transcendent, endless, shall be thine. 



114. CM. 

By Siloam's cool and shady rill 

How sweet the lily grows ! 
How sweet the breathy beneath the hill. 

Of Sharon's dewy rose ! 

Lo ! such the child, whose early feet 

The paths of peace have trod ; 
Whose heart, inspired by influence sweet, 

Is rising up to God. 

By Siloam's cool and shady rill 

The lily must decay ; 
The rose that blooms beneath the hill 

Must shortly fade away. 

And soon, too soon, the wintry hour 

Of man's maturer a^e 
Will shake the soul with sorrow's power 

And passion's stormy rage. 

Like Him, whose early feet were found 

Within his Father's shrine, 
Whose years, with changeless virtue crowned, 

Were all alike divine ; 
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MAMLY PICTY. 



O mcioas Father ! ftill of feais, 
We seek thy grace alone, 

In youth, and all succeeding years. 
To Keep us still thine own. 



lis. 7s. M. 

LiKB the flowers that spring up Mr, 
Bright, and countless, everywhere, 
Gay and lively, all around. 
Little children may be found, — 
With their wishes, hopes, and fears. 
With their laughter and their tears, 
With their wonderings intense, 
And their brief experience* 

How enchanting is the view 
Life presents when fresh and new ! 
But how soon must children leara 
From its vanities to turn ! 
O, how constantly they need 
Heavenlv light their steps to lead, 
'Mid life's sorrows and its cares, 
'Mid its dangers and its snares ! 

All good children, when they die, 
Meet a blessed destiny ; 
Jesus welcomes them above, 
There they share a Father's love,— 
Free from sorrow, free from pain. 
Free from every earthly stain. 
Holy, happy, glorified, 
There for ever they abide. 
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EARLY PIETY. • 

116. CM. 

I, xiK^the little fcusy bee^ 

That flies from flower to flower, 
Must active be, and usefiil too, 
. As far as in my power. 

Contented, though my lot be hard, 
And cheerful every day ; 

Nor ever to a fretful word 
Or wilfal thought give way. 

All haughtiness I must repress, 

All vanity and pride, 
Take conscience for my monitor,' 

And reason for my guide. 

Whate'er would do me hurt I must 
With cheerfulness resign ; 

And when I suffer, always pray, — 
"Thy will, O God! not mine I " 



117. 7s, M. 

Many voices seem to say, 
" Hither, children ; here 's the way ; 
Haste along, and nothing fear, 
Every pleasant thing is here ! " 

Yes, but whither would ye lead ? 
Is it happiness indeed ? 
Or a little shining show. 
Leading down to death and woe ? 

We were made for better things ; 
High as heaven our nature spnngs ; 
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Like the lark that upward flies, 
We were made to seek the skies. 

We were made toiove and fear 
The great God who placed us here ; 
Made to study and fulfil 
All his good and holy will. 

We were made to work awhile. 
Cheerful at our work to smile ; 
Thinking, as we labor thus, 
Of the heaven prepared for us. 
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IX. LOVE AND KINDNESS. 



118. L. M. 

How many ways the younff may find 
To be of use, if so inclined ! 
How many services perform, 
If love is earnest, constant, warm ! 

A life that 's spent forjielf alone 
Can never be a useful one i 
The ^ood will ever scorn to be 
Inactive in society. 

However trifling what we do. 
If a good purpose be in view, 
Although we should not have success, 
Our motive God will see and bless. 



119. C. M. 

A LITTLE word, in kindness spoken, 

A motion, or a tear. 
Has often healed the heart that 's broken, 

And made a friend sincere. 

A word, — a look, — has crushed to eaith 

Full many a budding flower ; 
Which, had a smile but owned its birth, 

Would bless life's darkest hour. 

Then deem it not an idle thing, 

A i^easant word to speak ; 
The face you wear, the thoughts you bring, 

A heart may heal or break. 
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LOVE AND KINDNESS. 



130. 8 & 78. M. 

We 're all children of one Father, 
The great God, wh* reigns above ; 

Shall we quarrel ? no, — much rather 
Would we he like him, — ^^all love. 

He has placed us here together, 
That we may be good and kind ; 

He is ever watching, whether 
We are of one heart and mind. 

Selfish children's sad behaviour 
Shows they love themselves alone ; 

Children who are like the Saviour 
Say not any thing 's their own. 

All they have they share with others. 
Give kind looks and gentle words ; 

Thus they 're happy sisters, brothers, 
And are known to be the Lord's. 



J 



191. 7, 6, & 8s. M. 

Like evening breezes gentle. 

That come so fresh and clear. 
To fan the firagrant blossoms, 
That deck the early year ; 
So mild and kind we all should be. 
And never, never disagree. 

As sweet as morning sunbeams 

That melt away the dew, 
And make the early flowers 
Look bright and happy too ; 
So we should love, when grief aj^tfs, 
To wipo away each otber^ tears. 
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LOVS AND KINfiNEB& 

Children so good and gentle, 

Obedient and kind, 
Who love in God and virtue 
Their happiness to find, 
The Saviour's face will surely see, 
Who said, " Let children come to me." 



199. 8d&78.M. 

Happy days are gliding o'er ns, 

Life is fresh, and earth is fair ; 
Sorrow swiftly flies before us, 

And we gaily laugh at care. 
From our quiet slumber sprin^ng. 

Cheerfully we pass the day, 
Each succeeding moment bringing 

Pleasant study, work, or play. 

Sometimes angry passions, ^rising. 

Drive away our peace of mind ; 
O, 't is strange, 't is quite surprising, 

That we are not always kind ! 
If we cherish good affections. 

And our parents' will obey ; 
If we follow the directions 

Of our teachers through the day ; 

If our spirit, meekness learning, 

Unto God its homage gives ; 
Like the modest violet, turning 

To the sky its azure leaves ; — 
Then we never need be fearful ; 

As the gentle lamb and dove. 
We are happy, we are cheerfiil, 

When our hearts are full of love. 
8 
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LOVE AND KINDNESS. 

133. L. M. 

The ffentle child, that tries to please, 
That hates to quarrel, fret, and tease, 
Aod would not say an angry word, — 
That child is pleasing to the Lord. 

For love and kindness please him more 
Than if we gave him all our store, 
And children here, who dwell in love, 
Are like his happy ones above. ^ 

Great Grod ! forgive, whenever we 
Forget thy will and disagree; 
And grant that each of us may find 
The sweet delight of being kind« 



1»4. L. M. 

What was it made my bosom swell, 
When listening to another's praise ? 
Did I regret he 'd done so well ? 
And could his worth these feelings raise ? 

If I am good, why should I fear, 
Though others may deserving prove ? 
Should commendation be less dear. 
Because 't is shared with those I love ? 

Par be from me so base a part ! — , 

The struggle past, I now am free ; 
Envy, begone ! and leave this heart ! 
You shall not find a home with me. 
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X. TRUTH. 



tfiS. CM. 

Be sacred truth, my child, thy giude^ 

Until thy dying day, 
Nor turn a fingers breadth aside 

From God's appointed way. 

For, O, no joy shall that child know, 
Who bears a fi^iUy breast; 

His conscience drives him to and fro, 
And never lets him rest 

For him no vernal sunshine rests, 
No gales breathe softly round ; 

And in the grave, that home of rest, 
No peace for him is found. 

O, then, be sacred truth thy guide, 

Until thy dying day ; 
Nor turn a finger's breadth aside 

From God's appointed way ! 



136. 7s. M. 

Father ! if we dare to speak 
Words of falsehood, check our tongue, 
Lest we sin against thy laws. 
By committing what is wrong. 

Plainly doth thy word declare 
Thou the wicked dost despise, 
Who, with base and impious lips. 
Utter fearful oaths and lies. 
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Idle words and foollib jests 
Are offensive, Lord, to thee ; 
Thou requirest in the heart 
Perfect truth and purity. * 

Father! teach us, then, to shun 
Evil speaking in our youth ; 
So shall we, in aftex-days, 
Hope to walk with thee m troth. 



lar. s. M. 

God is a €rod of truth, 
And hates a Ijring ton^e ; 
O, what is more depraved in youth ? 
A liar bold and young ! 

Nothing can be concealed 
By the most artful lie ; ? 

To feed e'en then it is revealed, 
For h^ is ever by. 

Our consciences will tell, 
At the great judgment-day, 
All we had thought concealed so well, 
And hoped had passed away. 



188. L. M. 6 1. 

Never, O, never tell a lie ! 
Never forget that God is nigh; 
That all you think, and say, and do. 
Is always open to his view ; 
Never forget that God will see 
And hear, wherever you may be ! 
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TRUTH. 

Think not, because yoa are alone, 
Your falsehood never can be known; 
For liars always are found out^ 
Whatever ways they wind about: 
Then, always, children, always fear 
To tell a lie, — for God is near ! 

Children, take care, and always try 
To act, as shall not need a lie ; 
And when you wish a thin? to do, 
That has been once forbidden you, 
Remember that, — nor ever dare 
To disobey, — for God is there ! 

But if you 've done wrongs, still be true ; 
Confess; and God will pardon you ; 
Prove that you 're sorry, and will try 
To act the better by and by, — 
And then, whate'er your crime has been, 
It wont be half so great a sin. 



139. 10 &. 14s. M. 

Our days of youth though not from folly free, 
We prize the truth the more the world we see ; 
We 11 keep the straight and narrow path, and, lead 
where'er it may. 
The voice of truth we 11 follow and obey. 

Our footsteps lead, O truth, and mould our will, 
In word ana deed, our duty to fulfil ; 
Dishonest arts, and selfish aims, to truth can ne'er 
belong, 
No deed of ours shall be a deed of wrong. 
8* 
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The streoffth of yevth^ weMe it 89ob decay ; 
But strong is truth, and stronger every day ; 
Though falsehood seem a mighty power, which we in 
vain assail, 
The power of truth will, in the end, prevail. 

The friends of youth, O, let them always be 
The friends of truth, such friends as here we see ! 
Let others love duplicity, and on them fortune smile ; 
But truth for us, — the heart that 's f^ee from guile ! 
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XL DUTY TO PARENTS. 



ISO. 8s. M. 

Mt father, my mother, I know 

I cannot your kindness repay ; 

I hope, that, as older I grow, 

I shall learn yonr commands to obey. 

You loved me» before I cdtld tell 
Who on me so* tenderly smiled ; 
But now that I know it so well, 
I should be a dutiful child. 

I 'm sorry, that ever I should 
Disobey, and thus give you pain ^ 
I hope 1 shall learn to be good. 
And so never grieve you again. 

For fear that I ever should dare 
Prom all your commands to depaxt, ^ 
Whenever I 'm saying my prayer 
111 ask for a dutiful heart 



131. 78. M. 

C^N I so ungrateftil be 
As t<>. cause my parents pain ? 
They 've been always kind to rae> — 
Can I yield them ill again ? 

In each hour of barm or ffood, 
rr was their lofve, that, all the day, 
Clothed me, kept me, gave ne food, 
Taught me how to €k)3 to pray. 
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BVTT TO PARENTS. 

Oft IB I have sickly lain, 
By my bed their watch they 've kept ; 
And when they have seen my pain. 
Kindly looked on me and wept 

Heavenly Father, who didst give 
Parents kind and good to me! 
Grant me ever, as I live, 
Gratitude to them and thee. 






189. 8 & 68. M. 

Safe sleeping on its mother's breast, 

The smiling babe appears. 
Now sweetly sinking into rest. 

Now bathed in sudden tears. 
Rest thee in peace, there 's naught to fear ; 
Sleep sweetly on, — thy mother 's near* 

Without a mother's love and care. 

The helpless babe must die i 
Its infant hands too feeble are 

Au^ht for itself to try ; 
And little, little, does it heed 
How much of love and care 't will need. 

Thus helpless it must long remain ; 

And years be passed, at length. 
Before the infknt can attain 

To manly form and strength : 
And all the while the mother's prayer 
Will consecrate the mother's care. 

Then, surely, when each little limb 

Shall grow to healthy size. 
And youth and manhood strengthen him 

For toil and enterprise, — 
His mother's kindness is a debt 
He never, never will forget 
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IHTFY TO FARlHTfc 

133. 8&3s. M. 

Who fed me from her gentle breast, 
And hushed me in her arms to rest, 
And oa my eheek sweet kisses ipressed ? 
My mother. 

Who sat and watched my infant head, 
When sleepingf in my cradle bed, 
And tears of sweet affection shed ? 
My mother. 

When jmm and eiickaess made me ciy, 
Who gazed upon my heavy eye, 
And wept, for fear that I should die ? 
My mother. 

Who taught my infant lips to pray, 
And love God's holy book and day, 
And walk in wisdom's pleasant way ? 
My mother. 

And can I ever cease to be 
Affectionate and kind to thee, 
Who wast so very kind to me, 

JVIy mother? 

Ah, no ! the thought I cannot bear ; 
And if God please my life to spare, 
I hope I shall reward thy care, 

My mother ! 



134. CM. 

Can I forget the mother dear. 
Who o'er my pillow hung. 

Kissed from my cheek the oriny tear, 
And taught my faltering tongue ? 
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DUTY TO PAKENTS. 

She, when the nighthr couch was spread^ 

Would bow my infant knee, 
And place her hand upon my head, 

And, kneeling, pray for me. 

That touch shall never be forgot,-— 

But still, till time shall set 
His frosty seal upon my lot, 

These temples feel it yet* 

And if I e'er in heaven appear, 

A mother's holy prayer, 
A mother's hand and gentle tear. 

Will lead her loved one there. 
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XII. PRIDE, HUMILITY, AND POVERTY. 



13S. 6^4s. M. 

Wht should a child be prond 
Of beauty's empty name ? 

Why boast so loud, 

So vaiD, so prottd,^ 
Of a mere earthly fame ? 

What is the fairest form ? 
Fine features, what are they ? 
, In life's rude storm 
The finest form 
Must vanish soon away. 

Color, how vain a thing ! 

The blooming cheek must fiide ; 

A flower (3* spring, 

How frail a thing ! 
Scarce seen before 't is fled I 

Why should a costly dress 
Exalt my heart with pride? 

Though every grace 

Adorn my dress. 
My faults it will not hide. 

There is a grace more fair 
Than nature can impart ; 

A modest air 

Is fkr more fair, 
Still more a pious heart. 

There is a brighter grace 
Than human art has given, — 

The anffei dress 

Of loveliness, 
W(iich clii)dren wear in hMvea.. 



d by Google 






PRIDE, HUMILITT, AND POVERTY. 



196. L. M. 

How proud we are, how fond to shew 
Our clothes, and call them rich and new ; 
When the poor sheep and silkworms wore 
That very clothing long before ! 

. The tulip and the butterfly 
Appear in gayer coats than I ; 
Let me be dressed fine as I will, 
Flies, worms, and fiowfirs exceed me stilL 

Then will I set my heart to find 
Inward adomings of the mind ; 
Knowledge and virtue, truth and grace. 
These are the robes of richest dress. 

No more shall worms with me compare, — 
This is the raiment angels wear ; 
The Son of God, when here below. 
Put on this blest apparel too. 

In this, on earth, would I appear, 
Then ^o to heaven, and wear it there ; 
God will approve it in his si^ht, — 
T is his own work, and his delight 



137. 7s. M. 

High and low, and rich and poor. 
All in Christ together meet; 
None despised, none favored more, 
All are equal at his feet 

All may trust in God the same. 
All alike his blessin? share, 
All present the child's strong claim, 
AH look up to htm in prayer. 
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PRIDE, HUMILITY, AND POYIRTY. 

All alike hare sins to mourn, 
All their trials fitly given ; 
Hastening to the same dark bonme, 
All may find the same bright heaven. 

None, then, let us dare despise, 
Be their station ne'er so mean ; 
There are last, who, in the skies, 
First in glory shall be seen. 
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XIII. SIN. 



laS. 78. M. . 

When a foolish thought within 
Tries to take us in a snarefj 
Conscience tells us it is sin, 
And entreats us to beware. 

If in something we transgress. 
And are tempted to deny, 
Conscience says, <' Your fault confess, 
Do not dare to tell a lie." 

In the morning when we rise. 
And would fain omit to pray, 
"Child, consider," Conscience cries, 
« Should not God be sought to-day ? " 

When, within these holy walls. 
Far abroad our thoughts we send, 
Conscience often loudly calls, 
And entreats us to attend. 

When our angry passions rise) 
Tempting to revenge an ill, 
** Now subdue it," Conscience cries, 
^ And command your temper stiU." 

Thus, without our will or choice. 
This good monitor within. 
With expostulating voice. 
Warns us to beware of sin. 
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SIN. 

139. L.M. 

We sio, whenever we pursue 
What God commands us not to do ; 
We sin, too, if we ever shun 
What he has taught us must be done. 

Thus have we often sinned, and still 
Offend against his holy will ; 
We know our duty, but the heart 
Will from its sacred rules depart. 

O, let us, then, confess our sin. 
And all the faults we hide within; 
And let our erring hearts deplore 
Our follies, and do wrong no more ! 



140. S. M. 

If Jesus Christ was sent 

To save us from our sin, 

And kindly teach us to repent, 

We should at once begin. 

He says, God loves to see 
A broken-hearted one ; 
He loves that children such as we 
Should mourn the wrong we 've done. 

'T is not enough to say, 
We 're sorry, and repent; 
Yet still go on, from day to day, 
Just as we always went:^ 

Repentance is to leave 
The sins we loved before. 
And show that we in earnest grieve. 
By doing so no more* 
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SIN. 

141. CM. 

What do I read my Bible fbr, 
Bat, Lord, to learn thy will ? 

And shall I daily know thee more, 
And less obey thee still ? 

How senseless is my heart, and wild ! 

How vain are all my thoughts ! 
Pity die folly of a child, 

And pardon all my faults. 

Make me thy heavenly voice to faPear, 

And let me love to pray ; 
Since God will lend a gracious ear 

To what a child can say* 



142. 7s. M. 

What are talents great and rare, 
If the3r are not well applied ? * 
♦What is beauty ne'6r so fair, 
If it be deformed by pride P 

Every gift on us bestowed 
Should to something good incite ; 
Knowing, we should keep the road : 
Which conducts to what is right 

Double is the sin of those 
Who to excellence may rise^ 
Yet in idleness repose. 
As though sorry to be wise. 

How ungrateful such return 
To that God who gave us sense ! 
Should we not take pains to learn. 
Lest that God should take offend^ ? 
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XIV* TIME. 



143. S&lls. M. 



A MimjTE, how soon it ia flovni ! 
And yet how important it is I 
God calls every moment his own, ' 
For all oi)r existence is his ; •* 

And though wie may wiiste thera in folly ftnd ploy, 
He notices each that we equ under away* 

We ehould not a minute despiae, 

Althoug'h it so quiclily ia a*er ; 

We know that ii rnpidly fliea. 

And tijerefore should prbe it the more; 
AnotheTf indeed, may appear in it^ stead, ^ 
Bii(^ that precioua minute for ever is fled. .|. 

T ii easy to squander our years ' 
In idleness, folly, and etrife ; > 

*" But, O, no repentance nor teani 
. Can bring- back one moment of life I 
Then whB\y improve all of time as it goes, 
Aod life will be happy, and peaceful its close. 



I44p CM, ' 

Youi^fl thoug'h we are, and in the prime 

Of life*a unfolding^ powers, 
Of all the moments of our time. 

This, only this, is nursp 
9* 
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We seize it, Lord, before t is past, 
We yield ourselves to thee ; 

Thine be our earliest years, our last, 
And our eternity. 



149. L. M. 

O, N£VER chide the winff of time. 
Or say 't is tardy in its fliffht ! 
You 'fl find the days speed quick enough. 
If ye but husband them aright 

Thy span of life is waning fast ; 
Beware, unthinking youth, beware I 
The soul's eternity depends 
Upon the record moments bear. 

Time is. indeed, a precious boon. 
But with the boon a task is given ; 
The heart must learn its duty well 
To man on earth and God in heave^u 

Take heed, then, — play not with thine hours ; 
Beware, unthinking youth, beware ! 
For he who acts the part he ought *» 

Will have but little time to spare. 



148. 7 & 58. M/ 

Pluck the rose while now it blooms, 
Now t is fresh and bright ; 

Wait not till to-morrow comes, 
Time is swift in flight 
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Do thy deeds of kindness now, 

Ere to-morrow's light ; 
What may chance thou canst not know, 

Time i^ swift in flight. 

Wouldst thou true enjoyment find ? 

Now do what is right ; 
Ever bearing in thy mind 

Time is swift in fl^i 
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XV. PRESENT LIFE. 



14r. 78. M. 



Providence, profusely kind, 
Wheresoe'er you turn your eyes, 
Bids you, with a firrateful mind, 
View a thousand oiessings rise. 

Thankful own what you enjoy ; 
But a changing^ world like this, 
Where a thousand fears annoy, 
Cannot give you perfect bliss. 

Perfect bliss resides above, 
Far above yon azure sky ; 
Bliss, that merits all your love, . 
Merits every anxious sigh. 

What like this has earth to ^ve ? 
O, then, children, in your breast 
Let the admonition live. 
Nor on earth desire to rest! 



148. L. M. 

The past, — where is it ? It has fled. 
The Aiture ? It may never come. 
Our friends departed ? With the dead. 
Ourselves ? Fast hastening to the tomb. 
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PRXSENT LIFE. 



What are^ear&'i^ joys? The dewg of vktriL 
Its honors ? Ocea^n's wreathing foam. 
Where 's peace ? In trials meekly bornb. 
And joy ? In heaven, the Christian's. home. 



149. 8d6€3.M. 

Oy WHAT is life ? T is li^e a flower 
That blossoms in the ground ; 

We see it flourish for an hour, 
With every beauty crowned ; 

But death now comes, — a wintry day, ^ 

And cuts the lovely flower away. 

O, what is life ? Like yonder bow 
That spans the arch on high ; 

We love to see its colors glow, 
But, while we gaze, they die. 

Life fades as soon, —to-day 't is here,- 

The morrow sees it disappear. 

And is this life ? O, spend it here 
In duty, praise, and prayer ! 

And, whether long or short it be, 
Rely upon God's care ; 

Knowmg eternity wiU last, 

When life, and even death, is past. 



150. 8d&6s. M. 

O, HOW fleeting, how deceiving, 

Is our earthly being ! 
Like a deep and heamong river, 
Plowing onward, flowing ever. 
Pausing not, and stopping never. 
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PRESENT LITE. 

O, how fleetiBff, how deceivuig, 
Are the wond's enjoymeDts ! 
AH the hues of change they borrow. 
Bright to-day, and dark to-morrow, — 
Mingled lot of joy and sorrow. 

O, how fleeting, how deceiying. 

All, yes ! all that 's earthly ! 
Every thing is fading, — flying; 
All that live must soon be dying : 
Let us live on Heaven relying ! 
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XVI. DEATH. 



ISt. C. M. 

Dkatb floats on every passing breeze. 

And lurks in erery flower ; 
£ach season has its own disease, 

Its peril every hour. 

Dailv we see the rosy light 
Of youth's soft cheek decav ; 

And life depart in sudden night, 
Ere scarce has dawned the day. 

Look downward, then ; thy danger know ; 

Where now thy foot may tread, 
List to the warning from below, — 

There lie the buried dead. 

Look upward, too ; by faith dpply 

The truth divinely given ; 
On Jesus and his word rely, 

And fit thy soul for heaven. 



IS9. S. M. 

When sickness, pain, and death 
Come o'er a pious chUd, 
How sweetly "then departs, the breath I 
The dying pang how mUd ! 
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It gently sinks to rest, 
As once it used to do, 
Upon its mother's tender breast. 
And as securely too.' 

The spirit is not dead, 
Though low the body lies ; 
But, freed from sin and sorrow, fl< 
To dwell where Jesus is. 



193. 8s. M. 

At times, as I wander oJone, 
My feet to the graveyard are led. 
And I stand by the mouldering stone 
That tells of tie mouldering dead ; 
O, let me remember it well, 
That I must as certainly die. 
For me, too, must toll the sad bell, 
And in the cold earth I must lie! 

I am not so healthy and gay, 
So young, and so active, and bright. 
That death cannot snatch me away^ 
Or sonie fatal accident smite. 
Here lie both the young and the pW, 
Confined in the coffin so smal^ 
And the earth closes over them cold. 
And the grave-worm devours them aH, 

In vain were the beauty and bloom 
That once o'er their bodies were spread ; 
Now still, in the desolate tomb 
£ach rests his inanimate head : 
Their hands, once so active for jrfay, 
Their lips, which so merrily sung, 
Now senseless and motionless lay, 
Ap4 stiff is tim chattering tongue. 
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Then let me not seek, as the best, 
Those things which so shortly must fkde ; 
Let piety dwell in my breast, 
And my thoughts and my feelings pervade. 
And then, when beneath the green sod 
This active young body shallliey 
My soul shall ascend to its God, 
And live with the spirits on high. 



ttH. 6 &. 58. M, 

Hark ! t is the funeral kneH^ 

On the air stealing, ^^ 
The well known toiling belli 

To all appealing. 
Hark ! now it seems to say. 
As dies the sound away, 
«* So youth and health decay !^ 
How sad the feeling ! " 

Around a loved child's bier 
See parents weeping ; 

The loved one sweetly there 
In death is sleeping. 

O, what is it to die ? 

The body thus must lie, 

The soul ascends on high, 
Safe in God's keeping. 

Slowly in grief and gloom 

The train is wending ; 
See now into the tomb 

The dead descending : 
Hark ! the dead seems to say, 
« Go, children, watch and pray, 
Seek and pursue the way 
To life unending ! " 
10 
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XVII. FUTURE JUDGMENT. 



tSS. CM. 



Jksus will raise us from the dead, 
As God has given command ; 

And we before his judgment-seat, 
With* all mankind, shall stand. 

If we are good^ with him in heaven 

We ever shall remain, 
No sickness, grief, nor sorrow know. 

No suffering nor pain. 

If we are wicked, misery 
Will all its pangs impart ; 

And, hx from peace and happiness, 
Jesus will say, ^ Depart ! " 



tse. CM. 

Ajtd must I be to judgment brought, 

,To answer, in that day. 
For eveiy wicked, idle thought, 

And every word I say ? 

Yes, every secret of my heart 
Shall shortly be made known, 

And I receive my just desert 
For all that I have done. 

How careful, then, ought I to live, — 
With what religious fear, — 

Who such a strict account must give 
fot all m^ conduct here ! 
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XVIII. DEATH OF FRIENDS. 



1S7. 6dz,7s. M. 



Our faithful teacher 's gone ! 

Gone to the heavenly rest ! 

His labors all are done, 
And the work he loved the best. 

Our faitliful teacher 's ^ne ! 
But the dead in Christ are blest 

Our faithinl teacher 's gone t 
Gone to the heavenly rest, 
Where no sorrow can be known, 
And no trouble can molest ; 
His crown of life is won, 
And the dead in Christ are blest 



ISS. lis. M. 

Though lost to our sight, we may not deplore thee ; 
The bright light of faith shall illumine thy road ; 
Through the dark valley shall angels watch o'er thee, 
And guide diee in peace ta the home o£ thy Gtod. 

Thy heart, while on earth, to praise him deligkled, 
Thy voice never ceased to speak of his love ; 
And now, by lifers shadows no longer benighted. 
Thou shalt love him and praise him in heaven above* 

O, there may we meet, when life shall be ended, — 
All tears wiped away, and all errors forgiven ; 
And there our devotions once more be blended 
In praise and in prayer to our Father in heaven! 



d by Google 



DEATH OF FBISNDS. 



109. C. M. 



We come our Sabbath hymn to raise, 
Our humble prayer to pour ; » 

One voice is hushed, — its notes of praise 
Shall miegle here no more* 

The lins are still, the eye is dim 
That beamed with joy and love {" 

The spirit, — it hath gone to Him 
Who gave it from above. 

We win not weep, — for Jesus said, 

" Let little children come," 
But pray th^t our young hearts be led 

To seek that better home. 



160. 8 & 7s. M. 

Peaceful be thy sUent slumber ! 

Peaceful in thy grave so low ! 
Tkw no more wilt join our number. 

Thou no more our song shak know* 

l^oved companion ! thou hast left us ; 

Here thy loss we deeply feel ; 
But 't is God that hath bereft us, -~ 

He can all our sorrows heal. 

Yet again we hope to meet thee, 
When the day of life is fled ; 

Then in heaven with joy to greet thee, 
Where no farewell tear is shed. 
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DEATH OF FRIENDS. 



lei. CM. 



Calm on the bosom of thy God, 
Yoang spirit, rest thee now ! 

E'en while with us thy footstep trod, 
His seal was on thy brow. 

Dust, to its narrow house beneath ! 

Soul, to its peace on high ! 
Thby that have seen thy look in death 

No more may fear to die. 

Lone are the paths, and sad the hours. 
Since thy meek spirit 's gone ; 

But, O, a brighter home tiian ours. 
In heaven, is now thine own 1 



163. 5 & 8s. M. 

Farewell, for a time ! 

Thou 'rt gone to that clime 
Where sickness and sorrow are o'er : 

We loved thee when here, — 

We shed the sad te^r, 
To think we shall see thee no more. 

We weep not for thee ; 

We weD know that He 
Who made little children his care. 

In mansions above, 

With joy and with love. 
Is waiting to welcome thee there. 

Our teafs they will flow ; 

But do we not know^ 
That thou art released from all pain ? 

We weep, then, but trust ; — 

The Faithful and Just 
Has said, we shall all live again. 
10* 
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DB4TH OF PKI«n>S. 

Owe sweet flower has drooped and faded, 
One sweet warbler hence has fled ; 

One fair brow the grave has shaded, 
One dear schoolmate now is dead. 

8kt has gone to heaven before us 5 
But aht turns and waves her hand, 

Pointing to the glories o'er us, 
In that happy spirit-land. 

May our fi>otstep8 never falter 
In the path that sh^ has trod ; 

Let us worship at tlie altar 
Where sht gave her heart to God. 

Lord ! may angels watch above us, 

Keep us lUl from error free ; 
Hay they guard, and guide, and love os^ 

Till, like hcr^ we go to thee. 



164. CM. 

As the sweet flower which scents the mom, 

But withers qre 't is day, — 
Thus lovely seemed the infant's dawn, 

Thus fled its life away. 

Eie sin could blight, or sorrow Hide, 
Death came with friendly care ; 

The opening bud to heaven conveyed,, 
And bade it blossom there* 
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XIX. HEAVEN. 



Tberb is a happy hooie, 

Par, fiir away ; 
A ]ife beyond the tomb. 

Bright, endless day : 
There we may happy be, 
From sin and sorrow free, 
Iq peaoe and purity 

Blest, blest for aye. 

•• Come to this happy home," 

Hear Jesus say ; 
Jesus bids children come. 

He leads the way ; 
Come, for this home will prove 
A Father's house above, 
The home of Christian love. 

Love, love for aye. 



lee. 8, 9 & 6s. M. 

How happy is our Christian lot! 
Our home is not on earth, but in heaven ; 

We 're free from every anxious thought, 
For our hope and our trust are in heaven. 
Hope in heaven ! Trust in heaven ! 
Yes, our hope and our trust are in heaven ; 
In iie%ve|i we behold our happy home, 
And our hope and our trust are in heaiwo. 
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Nothing on earth we call our own; 
Our treasure and our hearts are in heaven ; 

Ours are the joys to the world unknown, 
All our hope and our trust are in heaven. 
Hope in heavep ! &c. 

There is our God, our Saviour there, 
The spirits of the just are in heaven ; 

We humbly wait their bliss to share, 
With our hope and our trust fixed in heaven. 
Hope in heaven ! &c. 

A peaceful path, a pleasant way, 
Conducts to the rest that 's in heavea ; 

If we must have still longer to stiqri 
We will hope and will trust yet in heaven. 
Hope in heaven ! &c. 



167. CM. 

Hail, sweetest, dearest tie, that binds 

Our glowing hearts in one ! 
Hail, sacred hope, that tunes our minds 

To harmony divine ! 
It is the hope, the blissful hope. 

Which Jesus' word has given, — 
The hope, when days and years are past. 

We all shall meet in heaven. 
We all shall meet in heaven, at last, 

We all 6hall meet in heaven ; 
The hope, when da3rs and years are past, 

We all shall meet in heaven. 

No lingering look, no parting sigh, 

Our future meeting knows ; 
There friendship beams from every ey% 

And home immortal grows. 
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O sacred b^?o, O Wisrftil hope, 

Which Jeaus' word has given I — 
The hope, when days and years are past, 

We all shall meet in heaven, 
We all shall meet in heaven at last, 

We all shall meet in heaven ^ 
The hope, when days and years are past, 

We all shall meet in heaven. 



168. S. M. 

There is a world above, 
All beautiftil and bright ; 
And those who love and seek the Loi^ 
Rise to that world of light. 

There dn is known no more, 
Nor tears, nor want, nor care ; 
There good and happy beings dwell. 
And all are hdy there. 



160. 78. M. 

Hakpt, happy, happy day ! 
See ! the death-clouds melt away ; 
Well known faces smile around ; 
Joy I the lost again are found. 

Happy, happy, happy day ! 
" Pilgrim, welcome home ! " they say ; 
^ See ! where shine yon mansions uest. 
We will lead thee to thy rest 
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HSAVEH. 

« Happy, happy, happy day « 
Thou hast burst the bonds of clay ; 
Bid farewell to grief and sin, 
Loved one, enter joyful in. 

«* Happv, happy, happy day ! 
Thou shalt now be ours afway ; 
Evermore our songs shall blend, 
Life and love here know no end." 



170. ll,5&>10s.M. 

O Father ! behold, we beseech thee, in love. 
Thy children below, who are looking above ; 
Let us never forget, on earth while we roara, 
T'is only our resting-place, 't is not our home. 
Home, home, sweet, sweet home ! 
Earth is our resting-place, 't is not our home. 

How many our trials, our sorrows, and cares ! 
The journey of life is surrounded with snares ; 
Along the dark valley we haste to the tomb, 
It is but the pathway which leads to our home. 
Home, home, sweet, sweet home ! 
We rise from the tomb, and thus reach our home. 

When life shall at last be approaching its close, 
In faith and in hope may our spirits repose ; 
Then, Father in heaven, receive us above^ 
And welcome us there to thy sweet home x)f love. 
Home, home, sweet, sweet home ! 
Where tiiou art in heaven, O, there is our home ! 
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XX. MORNING AND EVENING, 



171. 7s. M. 

Ill the mornlDg hear my voice ; 
Let me in thy peace rejoice ; 
God, my Sun! my strength renew, 
Send thy blessing down like dew. 

Through the labors of the day, 
Grant me grace to watch ana pray ; 
Live as always seeing thee, 
Knowing, thou, God, seest me. 

When the evening skies display 
Richer robes than noon's array, 
Be the thoughts of death to me 
Hopes of immortality. 

When the round of care is run. 
And the stars succeed the sun, 
Songs of praise with prayer unite 
Crown the day, and hail the night 

Thus with thee, my God, my Friend, 
Time begin, continue, end : 
Wisdom, power, and love are thfaie; 
Gratitude and praise be mine. 



ira. c. M. 

OncE more the light of day I see ; 

Lord ! with it let me raise 
My heart and voice in songs to thee 

Of. gratitude and praise. 
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MORNINO AND EYKNING. 

The 8ky4ark from its lowly nest 

Hath soared into the sky, 
And by its joyous song expressed 

Unconscious praise on high. 

My feeble voice and filtering tone 

No tuneful tribute bring ; 
But thou canst in my heart make known 

What bhrd can never sing. 

Instruet me, then, to lift my heiurft 
To thee in praise and prayer ; 

And love and gratitude impart 
For every good 1 share. 

Thus let me, Lord, confess Uie debt 

I owe thee day by day ; 
Nor e'er at night or morn forget 

To thee, O God, to pray. 



ITS. L. M. 

War do I love the hour of rest? 

Is it because the lingering light 

If glorious in the ruddy west, 

And winds are 8of\, and stats are bright? 

O, yes ! I love the evening breeze, 
I joy the setting sun to see ; 
But there 's a holier charm than these 
Hallows the evehing hour to me. 

It is that then my mother speaks 
Of prayer, and heaven, and God on high ; 
To make me pious gently seeks. 
And fit me, e'ea in youth, to die. 
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^ MORNmo AND KTlKnim. 

And when the faappjr hour is fiown. 
She quits her little worshipper, — 
With kiss and blessing left alone, 
In my own heart to pray for her. 

O, happy is the day's last hour, 
The hour of holy talk and prayer ; 
When <;;alm and pious thoughts have powefi 
And peace seems floating in the air! 



174. CM. 

When darkness, like a curtain, spreads 

All over earth and skjr, 
And I, with every comfort blest, 

Upon my pillow lie ; 

Before I close my eyes to sleep, 

Or say my evening prayer^ 
1 11 think of all I Ve said and done, 

At home and every wl^ere,-^ 

And prtiy to have my sins forgiven 5 

That every setting sun 
May find me still a better child 

Than when the day begun. 



170. L.M« 

Befors I close my ey^ at liight, 
Let me myself these qaestk>ds ask : 
Have I endeavoured to do right, 
Nor thought my 4uty wa« a task ? 
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MOENING AND BVSIIINO. 

Have I been gentle, lowly, meek, 
And the small voice of conscience heard ? 
When passion tempted me to speak, 
Have I repressed the angry word ? 

Have I with cheerful zeal obeyed 
What my kind parents bade me do ? 
And not, by word or action, said 
The thing that was not strictly true ? 

In hard temptation^s trying hour, 
Then have I stopped to thmk, and pray 
That God would give my soul the power 
To chase the sin& thought away ? 

O Thou who seest all my heart ! 
Wilt thou forgive and love me stifl, 
Wilt thou to me new strength impart, 
And mi^e me love to do thy will ? 



170. 6&4S.M. 

When night has veiled the sky. 
We gladly seek our bed ^ 

Our souls then, free 

From care, to thee, 
O God ! their wishes spread. 

We sleep beneath the wing 
Of thy almighty love ; ' 

We feel no dread. 

For mom will shed 
Its light from heaven above. 

Thus may we sweetly rest, 
When life's short day is o'er ; 

Then mom shall break. 

And we shall wake 
To sleep in death no more. 
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MORNING AND K17ININ0. 

ITT. 8,7, &4s. M. 

Good night ! good night ! to all good night ! 

Good night! the time is fleeting! 
How have our hearts beat with delight, 

At this our happy meeting ! 
Thus may we wake, with bosoms light, 

Unclouded by a sorrow, 
From dreams of all we love to-night. 

To pleasant boars to-morrow ! 
And while we sleep, 
May angels keep 

Their watch around our pillow ! 
Good night ! good night ! to all good nigfal ! 

Good night ! good night ! to all good night! 

O, let each heart, cuidressing 
The God of peace, and love, and light. 

Now supplicate his blessing ! 
Pure as the dew unseen ascends 

In morning's sunny hour, 
Pare as the spotless lilv bends 

To heaven her vestal flower, — 
So purely there 
Let the child's prayer 

Rise to the same good Power I 
Good night! good night! to all good night! 
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XXI. ILLUSTRATIONS OF SCRIPTUftE. 



178. 8 & 7i. M. 

haiah*$ Vision of Ood, -* Is. vL 

Bright the vision that delighted 

Once the sight of Judah's seer ; 
Sweet the countless tonguea united 

To entrance the prophet's ear. 
Round the Lord in glory seated, 

Cherubim and seraphim 
Filled his temple, and repeated 

Each to each the alternate hymn. 

Ever thus, in God's high praises, 

Children, let our tongues unite, 
Whilst our thoughts his greatness raises. 

And our love his ^fts excite. 
With his seraph tram before him. 

With his holy church below, 
Thus unite we to adore him, 

Bid we thus our anthem flow : — 

,**Lord ! thv glory fills the heaven; 
Earth is with its fulness stored ; 
Unto thee be fflory given. 

Holy, holv, holy I^rd ! 
Thus thy glorious name confessing, 
We adopt the angels' cry, 
* Holy, holy, holy,' blessing 

Thee, the Lord of Hosts, Most High ! " 
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lUiVSTlUTIO^S OF •CBU^UBB. 

170. 8 & 68. M. 

Elijah^s Interview. 

On Horeb's rpck the prophet stood, — 

The Lord before him passed : 
A hurricane, in angry mood, 

Swept by him strong and, fast; — 
The forest fell before its force, 
The rocks were shivered in its coarse : 

God was not m the blast. 

It ceased. The air grew mute ; a clou^ 

Carae, muffling up the sun ; 
When, through we mountains, deep and load, 

An earthquake thundered on ; — 
The frightened eagle sprang in air, 
The wolf ran howling from his lair : 

God was not in the storm. 

T was still again ; and Nature stood 

And calmed her ruffled frame. 
When swift from heaven a fiery flood 

To earth, devouring, came ; — 
Down to the depth the ocean fled. 
The sickening sun looked wan and ddad : 

God was not in the flame. 

At last, a voice, all still and small, 

Rose sweetly on the ear ; 
Yet rose so shrill and clear, that all 

In heaven and earth might hear; — 
It spoke of peace, it spoke of love. 
It spoke as angels speak ^bove : 

And God himself was there. 

11* . 
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iu.<jSTS4TiON« or w^mrsvBM, 
180. 9, 8,6, & 5s. M. 

'' She had con^pasHon on him, and said. This is one o/tke 
Hebreuu' children^' 

To the brink of the river afar 
The mother had carried her child ; 
In an ark, closely sealed, 
By the flags well concealed, 
She left him for safety exiled : 
For, if kept at home. 
The Egyptian would come, 
And murder the infant so dear. 

By the brink d" the river afar 
The maidens were wending their way ; 
When Pharaoh's kind daughter 
Stepped down to the water. 
To bathe at the close of the day : 
Before it was dark, 
She opened the ark. 
And, lo ! a young Hebrew was there. 

* On the brink of the river afar 
The infant was lonely and sad : 
She felt for his danger, 
And took the young stranger, 
And made him feel easy and glad ; 
She called him her son. 
And sent away soon 
Her maid, for a nurse to come therQ, 

From the brink of the river aftr 
The nurse took the young Hebrew chSd : 
The nurse proved hie mother, 
Each looked on the other, 
O, how hapt)y both felt as they smiled! 
His mother, so good, 
Did all that she couldj 
And Moses grew up by her care. 
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181. H. M. 

<' The Lord calied SamueL" 

When little Samuel woke, 

And heard his Maker's voice, 

At every word he spoke. 

How much did he rejoice ! 
O blessed, happy child, to find 
The God of heaven so near and kind ! 

If God would speak to me. 

And say he was my Friend, 

How happy should I be ! 

O, how would I attend ! 
The smallest sin I then should fear, 
If God Almighty were so near. 

And does he never speak ? 
O, yes ! for in his word 
He bids me come and seek 
The God that Samuel heard: 
In almost every page I see 
The God of Samuel Calls to me. 

Like Samuel, let me say. 
Whene'er I read his word, 
** Speak, Lord ! " I would obey 
The voice that Samuel heard ; 
And when I in this place appear. 
Speak, for thy servant waits to hear. 



ISa. 5,7, &68. M. 

" Jotj in Heaven." 

There was joy in heaven. 
There was joy in heaven, 
When,thi« goodly world te frame, 
God in might and mercy 4save : 
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ILLVSTRATIONS OF SCRlPTtmB. 

Shouts of jojT were heard on higby 

And the stars san? from the sky, 

** Glory to God m heaven ! " 

There was joy in heaven, 
There was joy in heaven, 
When of love the midnight beam 
Mildly shone on Bethlehem ; 
And along the sloping hill 
Angels sang, "On earth good wifl, 
And glory in the heaven !" 

There is joy in heaven, 
There is joy in heaven. 
When the child that went astray 
Turns again to virtue's way ; 
When the soul, by love subdued, 
Sobs its prayer of gratitude, 
Then is tnere joy in heaven! 



183. S. M. 

" A mvltitude of the heaven/y host, praising God, and sauing, 
Glory to God in the highest^ and on tarth peace^ good wll 



toward men," 



Hark ! hark ! with harps Of gold, 
What anthem do they (?ing ? 

The radiant clouds have backward rolled, 
And angels strike the string : 
" Glory to God ! " — bright wings 
Spread glistening and afar, 

And on the hallowed chorus rings, 
From circling star to star. 

" Glory to God ! " repeat 
The glad earth* and the sea; 
And every wind and billow fleet 
Bears on the jubilee. 
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Where Hebrew bard hath attng^, 
Or Hebrew seer hath trod, 
Each holy spot has found a tongue : 
« Let glory be to God ! " 

Soft swells the music now 
Of the angehc choir. 

And every seraph bends hia brow. 
And bnathes above his lyre : 
What words of heavenly birth 
Thrill deep our hearts again, 

And fall like dew-drops to the earth ? 
<* Peace and good will to men!" 



184. C. M. 

' Ht took them up m his arms, put hia handt upon themf mtd 
blessed them." 



How happy those dear children ' 
Whom Jesus took and blessed ; 

Whom, when he breathed the fervent prayer, 
He folded to his breast! 

How powerful was that prayer to bring 

All blessings from above ! 
How sure to lead tiiem to the spring 

Of everlasting love ! 

How mighty to preserve from sin 

And every danfferous snare ! 
Well might we wish that we had been 
■ Among the children there. 

But, thanks unto the children's Friend, 

He is the same to-day, 
As when he thus refused to send 

Those babes unblest away. 
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ILLVSTKATIONS Or SCItlPTURC. 

18S. 8 & 6s. M. 

** Buffer lUUe children ctnd forbid them not to come unto me ; for 
cf such is the kingdom qfheaoenJ* 

" Let children come ! " bo Jesus said, 
" Let Ihem come ! let them come ! " 

His holy hands on them are laid, 
As they come, as they come. 

« O, Bu&dT them to come ! " he cries, 

** Let none forbid, let none despise ; 

Of such the heavenly kingdom is : 
Let them come ! let them come !* 

Tes, Jesus ! let us come to thee ! 

Let us come ! let us come ! 
Thine open arms in faith we see, 

As we come, as we come. 
O, take us in thine arms, and bless, 
And all thy heavenly-mindedness 
Upon our characters impress ! 

Let us come ! let us come ! 

** Come unto me," the Saviour cries, 
" Children, come ! Children, come ! 
■ Flee folly's path, be early wise ; — 
O, now come ! O, now come ! 
Sit at my feet, and learn of me : 
Patient, and meek, and lowly be,— 
Deny yourselves, and follow me ; — 
ChUdren, <fome ! Children, come ! " 

Yes, blessed Saviour ! at thy call 

We will come ! we will come ! 
To follow thee, forsaking all. 

Now we come ! now we come ! 
Imi^ant thy spirit in each heart, 
Thy truth, and love, and peace impart ! 
Thus, to be with thee where thou art, 

We will come ! wc ^ill come ! 
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ILLUSTRATIONS OF SCRIPTURE. 

186. 8, 7, & 4s. M. 

" JVhen the chief vriests and scribes aow the wonderJkU thrngt 
that he did, and the children crying in the temple, and aaying. 
* Hoaanna to the Son of David J ' they toere sore diapUaaed,^* 

Within the temple's spacious court 
Jesus hears the cbUdreo's song ; 

There around him they resort, 
A delighted, happy throog ; 

While hosaonas 
From their lips burst loud and long. 

He heals and blesses the diseased, 

As he ffently passes by ; 
The chief priests and the scribes, displeased, 

View these wonders from on high ; 
While hosannas 

Everywhere the children cry. 

Friend of children ! blessed Saviour ! 

Listen to our grateful lays ! 
May our childlike, meek behaviour 

Teach our lips *< perfected praise " ; 
While hosannas, 

Grateful, joyful, now we raise. 



187, C-M. 

^ He shall feed his Jock like a shepherd; he shaU gather the 
iambs with his arm, and carry them in his bosom," 

Skc ! the kind shepherd, Jesus, 8tand% 

And calls his sheep by name ; 
Gathers the feeble in his arms. 

And feeds the tender lamb. 
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ttltJSTEATlONS «P SCRIPTURE. 

He 'II lead as to the beavei^y streamsy 

Where living waters flow ; 
And guide us to the fruitful fields, 

Where trees of knowledge grow. 

When, wandering from the fold, we leave 
The straight and narrow way, 

Our faithfbl Shepherd still is near, 
To guide us lest vre stray. 

The feeblest lamb amidst the flock 
l^all be the Shepherd's care ; 

While folded in the Saviour's arms, 
We 're safe from every snare. 



188. C. M. 

*' Peace.' beam !" 

Fear was within the tossing bark, 
When stormy winds grew loud. 

And waves came rolling high and dark, 
And the tall mast was bowed. 

And men stood breathless in their dread, 

And baffled in their skill ; 
But One there was who rose and said 

To the wild sea, « Be still !" 

And the wind ceased, — it ceased! that wold 
Passed through the stormy sky : 

The troubled billows knew their Lord| 
And sank beneath his eye. 

Thou, that didst bow the billow's pride. 

Subdue us to thy will ; 
Speak, speak to passion's raging tide, 

Speak, and say, — « Peace ! be stiU ! » 
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Hi«8I1tATI0(ra 0r SCRIPTOM. 

180. CM. 

** When he came niffh to the gate (f the cityj there ipiu a dead 
men carried out, die only son of his mother, and she was a 
widow!" 

O, MiireLB with the widow's tears 

The drops for misery shed ! 
She bends beneath the weight of years ; 

Her earthly hope is fled. 

Her son, her only son, is gone ! 

O, who shall wipe that eye ? 
For she must journey lonely on, 

And solitary die ! 

The pell upon his corse is spread, 

The bier they slowly raise ; 
It eannot rouse the slumbering deady-^^ 

That widowed mother's gaze. 

She follows on, without a tear, 

Her dear, her darling child ; 
But who is he that stops the bier, 

With look and accent mild ? 

The Saviour is that pitying one ; 

His glance her woe disarms ; 
" Young man, arise ! " — a living son 

Is in bis mother's arms ! * 



190. CM. 

" A certain man was there, which had an infirmity thirty < 
eight years. Jesus saw him Its," 

Tm aged sufferer waited lohg 

Upon Betbesda's brink ; 
Till hopes, once rising warm and strong, 

Began in fears to sink. 
12 
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UiLUATRATIOilS OF SOIUPTU&E. 

And heavy were the sighs he drew, 
And fervent was his prayer ; 

For he, with safety full in view, 
Still lingered helpless there. 

His hope grew dim ; but one was nigh 

Who saw the sufferer's grief; 
That gentle voice, that pitying eye, 

Gave promise of relief. 
Each pan^ that human weakness knows 

Obeyed that powerful word; 
He spake, and, lo! the sick arose, 

Rejoicing in his Lord. 

Father of Jesus ! when oppressed 

With grief and pain we lie. 
And, longing for thy heavenly rest, 

Despair to look so high, — 
O, may the Savioui^s words of peace, 

Within the wounded heart, 
Bid every doubt and suffering cease. 

And strength and joy impart ! 



191. C. P. M. 

" They hnmght to him a man sick of the palsy, lying <m a bed/' 

With feeble pulse, and limbs whose power 
Had sunk, through many a painful hour. 

The paralytic Jay ; 
He heard of signs by Jesus wrought, 
And to his couch the tidings brought 

A gleam of cheerful day. 

Hope came, ~ and Faith, though oft her wing 
Had soared in vain, dared upward spring 

To greet the rescue nigh. 
In vain the throng oppose his way ; 
His faithful friends their burden lay 

Before the Saviour's eye. 
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ZLLUStRATIOirS OF ^RIPTURB. 

Thus, Lord, may we, in every grief, 
Qf thy rich mercy seek relief, 

And never seek in vain ; 
And thus, when conscience wounded liei, 
O, bid the penitent arise 

To life and strength again ! 



19a. 7, 6, & 68. M. 

'« Tht damsel is not dead, but sUepethJ* 

A FATHER is praying 
The Saviour to hear, 
For his daughter is dying 
With no helper near. 
Beseeching him greatly. 
He falls at his feet ; 
And his story of sorrow, 
O, hear him repeat ! 

" My dear little daughter, 
I fear she will die ; 

thou merciful Saviour, 

I pray thee, come nigh ! 
O, lay thy hands on her, 
The healing touch give ! 

1 have faith in thy mercy. 

That thus she shall live." 

As Jesus went with him. 
One met them who said 
To the heart-stricken father, 
" Thy daughter is dead ! 
Why trouble* the Master 
Thy woes to relieve ? " 
But the kind Saviour whispered, 
" Now only believe."^ 
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lUUSTBATiONS Of 8CRIPT1JUB. 

They came to the boose ; 
And the mourners were there, 
Who with weeping and wailing 
Were rending the air ; 
But Jesus reproved them, <--- 
" Why thus do ye weep? 
For the damsel is not dead, 
But only asleep." 

O, see how, at once, 
The dead now awakes, 
When the mighty Physician 
Her hand gently .takes ! 
And see, from her features 
Pale death quickly flies. 
At the voice of the Saviour, 
" O damsel, arise ! " 



193. L. M. 

" 7^ foxes have holes, and the birds of the air haoe ne»ts ; ktU 
the Son of Man hath not wfiere to lay his head,** 

On the dark wave of Galilee 

The gloom of twilight gathers fast ; 

And o'er the waters drearily 

Sweeps from the hills the evening blast 

The weary bird hath left the air, 
And sunk into his sheltered nest ; 
The wandering beast hath sought his lair, 
And laid him down to welcome rest 

Still near the lake, ffiih weary tread. 
Lingers a form of human kind ; 
And from his lone, unsheltered head 
Flows the chill night-damp on the wind. 
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ILLUSTRATIONS OF SCRIPTURE. 

Why seeks he not a home of rest? 
Why seeks he not the pillowed bed ? 
Beasts have their dens, the bird its nest, - 
He hath not where to lay his head ! 



IM. 7s. M. 

" Jesus saith unto her, Mary! " 

Mart to the Saviour's tomb 

Hasted at the early dawn ; 

Spice she brought and sweet perfome, 

. But the Lord she loved had gone. 
For a while she lingering stood, 
Filled with sorrow and surprise. 
Trembling, while a crystal flood 

^IsBoed from her weeping eyes. 

But her sorrows quickly fled, 
When she heard nis welcome voice ; 
Christ had risen from the dead, 
Now he bids her heart rejoice. 
What a change his word can make, 
Changing dancness into day ! 
Ye who weep for Jesus' sake, 
He will wipe your tears away. 



lOS. lis. M. 

<' 7%«9 cifime unto the sepulchre at the rising qf the ctoy, bring- 
ing^ the spices which they had prepared^* 

SwccT Spices they brought, on their star-lighted way. 
And came to the grave by the dawning of day : 
<* But who will the stone from the sepulchre roll ?** 
They said, as the tear from their weeping eyes stole. 
12* 
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jauLvmurvms or sobiptvile. 

The stone is removecl, and the Saviour is gotM^ : *— 
O, hail, ye disciples, the bright Sabbath mors f 
Lifty tift your glad voices in triumph on high ; 
Your Master haa risen^ and ye shall not & 1 



196. L.M. 

** Thou »halt love the Lord thy God with all thy hearty and mntk 
ail thy souly and with all tky mind, ^and with uU tky stremgi/iJ* 

<< Thus sfaalt thou love the Almighty Lcnrd, 
With all ^hy heart and soul and mind " ; — 
So speaks to us that sacred word. 
For counsel and repfoof dedgned*. 

<< With all thy heart '^ f-* no idol tl^pf , 
Though close around the heart it twined. 
Its interposing shade must flin^, 
To darken that pure love of thme* 

" With all thy mind ** ; — each varied power, 
" Creative fiincy, musings high. 
And thoughts that glance behind, beforq, — 
These must religion sanctify. 



<< With soul and strength " ; — thy days of ^>m,w^ . 

While vigor nerves each youthful limb, j 

And hope and joy, and health and peace. 
All must be freely brought to him. 



Thou Power Supreme, in whom we mov>e ! 
Vouchsafe thy children, in their day. 
The mind to adore, the heart to love. 
And strength to serve thee, while they may. 
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lUiUSTRATIQNS OF SORIPTirRA. 

ler. 8 & 7s. M. 

'' 7%o» 9kaU love thy neighJfour m ibfel/j* 

LoTE and kindness we may measure 
By this simple rule alone^ -« 

Do we mtfid anotbeVs pleasnre 
Just 88 if it were our own ? 

Let us try to care for others, 
Nor suppose ourselves the best j 

We should ail be friends and brothers, - 
T was the Saviour's last request 

When the poor are unbefriended, 
When we will not pity lend, 

Christ accounts hhnself offended, 
Who is (every creature's Friend. 

When a selfish thought would seize us^ 
And our resolution break, ' 

Let as then remember Jesus, 
And resist it for his sake. 



198. CM, 

'nmshakitmi^thelM'dibyGodtnthiitUmylumt.miitiXA 
0U thy 9oul, and with all thy »treMgtk,and«jiih aUthym ' 
and thy neighbour as thyse^." 

Love God with all your soul and strength, 

With all your heart and mind ; 
And love your neighbour as yqunielf^ ^- 

Be faithful, just, and kind. 

Do unto others as you would 

That they should do to you j 
Whate'er is honest, li^t^afid good 

With all your might pursue. 
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ILLUSTRATIONS OF SCKIPTTIIS. 

liM>. C. M. 

'' All fhmgt whatsoever ye would that men should do to you, do 
ye even bo to them." 

To do to others as I would 

That they should do to me 
Will make me booest, kind, and. good, 

As children ought to be. 

I know I should not steal nor use 

The smallest thing I see, 
Which I should never like to lose, 

If it belonged to me. 

And this plain rule forbids me quite 

To strike an angry blow ; 
Because I should not think it right, 

If others served me so. 

But any kindness they may need, 

I *11 do, whatever it be ; 
As I am very glad indeed. 

When they are kind to me. 



sea. L. M. 

** l%m$ Mri^ ike High and Lqfty One, thMt inhmbUetk etmnUy, 
whote iMUM if Holy." 

Thus saith the High and Lofty One : — 
** I sit upon my holy throne ; 
My name is God ; I dwell on high. 
Dwell in my own eternity. 

•* But I descend to worlds below ; 
On earth I have a mansion too ; 
The humble spirit and contrite 
' Is atD dK>de of my delight 
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^ The imflible lottl i^ word» revive^ 
I bid the moornang Btoner IWe ; 
Heal all the broken hearts I find, 
And ease the sorrows of the naiMi.'* 



901. L. M. 

" What is man, that thou art imndfid qf him?** 

Child of the earth, O, lift thy glance 
To yon bright fiimament's expanse ; 
Count o'er those lights of quenchless light. 
That sparkle through the shades of night S 

What, then, art thou, O child of clay, 
Anaid creation's grandeur ? say ; — 
E'en as an insect on the breeze, 
ITen as a dew-drop lost in seas! 

Yet fear thou not : the sovereign hand 
Which spread the ocean and the land, 
And hung the rolling spheres in air, 
Hath e'en for thee a Father'? care* 



909. CM. 

'* Receive t^ irutrucHon qf witdom." 

O, HAPPT is the child who hears 
Instruction's faithful voice. 

And who celestial wisdom makes 
His early, only choice ! 

Wisdom has treasures greater far 
Than east or west unfold; 

And her rewards more precious are 
Than is the gain of gold. 
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She gfukles the young irhh kmoceiiee 
In pleasure's path to U-ead ; 

A crown of glory she bestows 
Upon the hoary head. 

According as hei^labors rise, 

So her rewards increase ; 
rier ways are ways of pleasantness. 

And all her paths are peace. ' 



903. S.M. 

" 7%e lutes ar^ fallen vnto me in pleasant places; yea, I kaoe 
a goodly heritage,'* 

Tbrouoh God our Father's care, 
Though we deserve it not, 
Our lines in pleasant places are. 
And goodly is our lot. 

The cheerful morning sun, 
That lights our happy plains, 
Shines, ere his daily course is run. 
Where heathen darkness reigns. 

Lord ! let thy light, we pray. 
On them, on ui, arise ; 
For we were ignorant as they, 
Till teaching made us wise. 

And here we learn thy will. 
We read thy holy word ; 
Then may we thy commands fulfil, 
Which heathens never heard. 
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S04. L. M. 

'* Seek ye (he Lord." 

Seek ye the Lord ; children, draw nigh; 
He listens to your eariiest cry ; 
His presence truth and love impart 
To every humble, contrite heart 

Seek ye the Lord at every age, 
From childhood's dawn to life's last stage ; 
Give him your hearts, your youthful days, 
Yonr morning song, your evening praise. 

So shall his love support you stjll. 
Shall shield you safe from every ill ; 
Shall guide you through life's changing wajft. 
And lead you to eternal day. 



QOS. 7s. M. 

" My 8on, give me thine heart.** 

Hear ye not a voice firom heaven, 
To the listening spirit given? 
* Children, come ! " it seems to say, 
«* Give your hearts to me to-day." 

Sweetly as a seraph's love. 
Gently as the heavenly dove, 
Thus it speaks a Father's charms. 
Thus it wins us to his arms. 

Yes, we '11 give our hearts to thee, 
While from pains and sorrows free ; 
While our day is In its dew, 
And the clouqs of life are feif. 
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Father ! now to thee we come, 
In our morning's early bloom ; 
Breathe on us thy grace divine, — 
Touch our hearts, and make them thine. 



90e. lis. M. 

** Acquaint n&w thyself with Him, arid be at peace.^ 

Ac^UiUiTT younselves early, dear children, with God, 
And joy, like the sunshine, ahail beam on your road; 
And peace, like the dew-drops, shall fall on your bead, 
And sleep, like an angel, shall ^sit your bed. 

AcqiMint yourselves early, dear children, with God, 
And he shall be with you when fears are abisad ; 
Your safeguard in dangers that threaten your path, 
Your joy in the valley and shadow of death. 



ao7. C. M. 

*^ Remsmber ihi^ Creator in 1h% deyt cf %.|^." 

Now In the dawpinff of my youth, 

Thou who createdst me ! 
Tanght by thy holy word of truth, 

May I ren^ember thee ! 

May all my coming years be spent 

In love and piety ; 
Thankful for all thy blessings lent, 

May I remember thee ! 

And if life's varied lot shall cast 

Its evil days on me, 
Should sorrow lower, or sickness blast, 

May I remember thee ! 
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And when at last my parting breath 
Shall yield my soul to thee, 

My hope and trust in life and death, 
Father 1 remember me ! 



»©8. CM. 

" Watch and pray." 

Alas ! what hourly dangers rise, 

What snares beset my way! 
To heayen, then, let me lift mine eyes, 

And hourly watch and pray. 

O ffracious God, in whom I live ! 

My feeble efforts aid ; 
Help me to watch, and pray, and strive, 

Though trembling and afraid. 

When strong temptations fright my heart. 

Or lure my feet aside. 
My God ! thy powerful aid impart, 

My Guardian, and my Guide ! 

Still keep me in the heavenly way. 

And bid the tempter flee ; 
And never let me go astray 

From happiness and thee. 



909. L. M. 

** To-day, -^tfhday," 

To-DAT is added to our time, — 
While yet we sing, it glides away ;— • 
How soon 'shall we be past our prime I 
For where, alas ! is yesterday ? 
13 
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Gone, — gone into eternity, — 
There every day in turn appears ; — 
To-morrow, — O, 't will never be, 
If we should live a thousand years ! 

Our time is all to-day, to-day, — 

The same, though changed, — and while it flies, 

With still, small voice the moments say, 

«* To-day, to-day, — be wise, be wise." 

Then wisdom from above impart, 
O Father ! send thy light and truth, 
To ffuide our feet, inspire our heart, 
And make us Christians from our youth. 



!»10. 7s. M. 

' He shall bt like a tree planted by the rivers cf water.*' 

Blessed state ! how happy he 
Who is like the planted tree ! 
Living waters lave his root, 
Bends his bough with golden fruit 

Thine, O Lord, the power tind praise 
Which a sight like this displays; 
Power of thine must plant it there, 
Praise of thee it should declare. 

Thou must first prepare the ground, 
Sow the seed, and fence it round ; 
Streams that water, suns that shine, 
Each and all are ever thine. 

When the seedling from its bed 
First lifts up its timid head. 
Ministry of thine must give 
All on which its life can live. 
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Showers from thee most bid it thrivty 
Breath of thioe most oft revive, 
Light from thee its bloom supplies; 
Left by thee, it fades and dies. 

Whose, then, when a tree upgrown, 
Should its fruit be, but thine own ? 
And thy glorious heritage 
Is its &deless leaf in age. 



ail. c. M. 

" The Lord ia my ttfengthJ* 

Almightt Father! I am weak, 
But thou wilt strengthen me, 

If, from my heart, I humbly seek 
For help and light from thee. 

When I am tempted to do wrong, 

Then, Father, pity me, 
And make my failing virtue strong, — 

Help me to think of thee. 

Let Christian courage guard my youth ; 

That courage five to me. 
Which ever spoils andfacts the truth, 

And puts its trust in thee. 



919. 8&7s. M. 

" Thou; Ood, seest me J' 

Thou, God, seest me ! — Let me ponder 
The great truth these words declare ; 

Where 1 rest, or where I wander, 
Thou, O God, still seest me there! 
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Thou, God, 0ee«ft me ! Not a ffidki^. 
Not a thought, which leads to gin, 

Dare I now attempt concealing ; — 
Thou, God, seest the heart within ! 

Thou, God, seeet me ! Thus beim thee 

Let fny worship be sincere ; 
Let thy child's whole soul adore thee. 

As I yiew my Father near. 

Thou, God, seest me ! Let me ever 
Keep this solemn thought in mind ; 

Thou who seest to bless me, never 
May I grieve the Friend so kind. 



913. 8 & 7s. M. ' 

** JTumgh I pass through the valley of the akadom of death, I 
will fear no eml; for thou art with me." 

* WnfTHKR goest thou, pilgrim stranger, 
Wandering through this gloomy vale ? 

Khow'st thou not 't is full of danger ? 
And will not thy courage fail ?^' 

Pilgrim thou dost justly call me, 
Travelling through this lonely void ; 

But no ill shall e'er befcdl me. 
While I 'm blest with such a guide. 

^ Such a guide ! no guide attends thee ; 

Hence for thee my fears arise ; 
If some guardian power defends thee, 

T is unseen by mortal eyes." 

Yes, unseen ; but still, believe me, 
Such a guide my steps attends ; 

He 11 in every strait relieve me, 
He will prove the best of fnends. 
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** Pilgrim, see that stream before thee, 
Darkly rolling through the vale ; 

Shoald its boisterous waves roll o'er thee, 
Would not then thy courage fail ?^ 

No ; that stream hath nothinff friffhtful^ 
To its brink my steps 1 11 bend ; 

Beyond death's flood is life delightful, 
There ray pilgrimage will end. 



914. 10&.98. M. 

' €h>d[u a tfirit: and ihey that voonhip Mm must wankip 
kim in spirit and in truth,** 

This is the worship the Saviour made known, 

When she of Samaria fiound him 
By Jacob's well sitting, weary, alone, — 

The stitiness of noon all around him. 

How simple, yet grand, the truth which he taught 
To her who inquired, by that fountain, 

If at Jerusalem God must be sought, 
But not on Samaria's mountain ! 

** Woman, believe me, the hour is now near. 
When God, if you rightly would hail him, 

Must not be worshipped exclusively here, 
Nor yet in the temple at Salem. 

** God is a spirit ; and they, who delight 

To ofibr the worship he loveth, 
In the heart's temple must cherish aright 

The spu-it the Father appro? eth." 
13* 
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»lff. 78. M. 

" He car dh for you" 

Child of sorrow, rooarning one, 
Thou whose l^ht of life is gone: 
Thou who weepest, sad and lonefy, 
In whose heart dwells sorrow only : 
There is One /or ihce uho caartth^ 
Even though thy soul despaireth. 

He has marked thy every sigh, 
Breathed when none beside was nigh ; 
Sufferings which thy spirit rend 
He can view and comprehend : 
Great is he in majesty, 
Yet he stoops to care for thee. 

Come, then^ to thy Father, God ; 
He can stay the chastening rod f ^ 
Cast t^ cares and fears before hm^ 
And for help and peace implore him; 
To his love for refuge flee : 
Child of tearS) he ctfreafor thee. 



916. C. M. 

*^ Onu^ Father ! tfiy will be dom^! " 

When anguish seized the Saviour's soul. 

Ere glory's crown was if on, 
In lone Gethsemane he prayed, 

"Father! thy will be done !" 

May I possess tiie unshaken fiiith 

Of God's beloved Son ; 
In lonely grief still let me pray, 

" Father ! thy will be done ! " 
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Wheoe'er.the stomis of life shall rise, 
And trouble's waves roll on, 

Look up, my soul, without dismay, — 
Father! thy will be done! 

Should friends be taken from my side, 
. Still let me struggle on. 
In faith that we shall meet again, «- 
Father ! thy will be done ! 

When sickness shall my frame assail. 

And hope of life is gone, 
O, let my trust in God prevail ! — 

Father ! thy will be done ! 



air. s. M. 

" 7%ey that bow in tears thaU reap infoy," 

Art thou a child of tears, 
Cradled in care and woe ? 
And seems it hard, thy vernal years 
Few vernal joys can show ? 

And fall the sounds of mirth 
Sad on thy lonely heart. 
From all the hopes and charms of eart 
Untimely called to part? 

If thou wouldst reap in love. 
First sow in holy fear ; 
So life a winter's morn may prove 
To a bright, endless year. 
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!»18. S.M. 

** The 9t€d ia the word of God." 

Within our minds the seed 
Of sacred truth is sown ; 
Bot, liord, the blessing that we need, 
Must come from thee alone. 

That seed will buried lie, 
Till thou the increase give ; 
Yet then, although it seem to die. 
It shall revive and live. 

Then, though the sower weep. 
Ere lonff, with thankful voice, 
Both he who sowd and they who reap 
Together shall rejoice. 

Thou dost the seed prepare, 
And make it sprinj? wheq sown ; 
Then, if a hundred-fold it bear, 
Be all the fruit thine own. 



ai9. CM. 

' lAUie children, keep yourselvet/rom idoltJ* 

What is an idol ? Every heart 

Has idols of its own ; 
Some are of gold and silver bright. 

And some of wood and stone. 

If there be aught the world contains 
Which I love more than thee. 

That sinful love within my heart 
Idolatry must be^ 
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Then take that sinful love away, 
And place thy love within ; 

And break down every image there 
That leads me into sin. 

Deeply inscribed npon my heart 
Let thy commandmenu be ; 

That there may live within my breast 
None other Grod but thee. 



990. 6<S^5s. M. 

*' Lay yp trtasuret in heaoen. — Where your treasure u, thtrt 
shall your heart be also." 

In the freshness of yonth, 

In childhood's first morn ; 
While we gather life's roses, 

But see not the thorn ; 

While the sun shines so brightly, 

No clouds intervene, 
With storms of misfortune 

To darken the scei^ : 

We 11 lay up our treasures 

In mansions of light, 
Where time ne'er destroys them. 

Where change cannot blight. 

There our hearts shall be also. 

And there, when we die, 
M^ our souls live for ever 

With Jesus on high. 
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991. 78. M. 

" Contider the liUes qf the JUld;^ behold the fomU ^iktt 

Lo, the lilies of the field ! 

How their leaves instruction yield ! 

Hark to nature's lesson gri^en 

By the blessed birds of EeaTen ! 

Every bush and tufted tree 

Warbles trust and piety : 

Children, banish doubt and sorrow, — 

God provideth ibr the morrow. 

One there lives, whose ^ardian eye 
Guides our earthly destiny ; 
One there lives, who, Lord of all. 
Keeps his children lest they fall : 
Pass we, then, in love and praise, 
Trusting in him, all our days, 
Free from doubt and faithless sorrow, — 
God provideth for the morrow. 



939. C. M. 

'^Iwill ariu, and go to my father,*^ 

The lonff-lost son, with streaming eyes, 

From folly just awake. 
Reviews his wanderings with surprise ; 

His heart begins to break. 

" I starve," he cries, " nor can I bear 

The fiimine in this land. 
While servuits of my father share 

The boni^ of his hand. 
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** Wkh deep repentance 1 11 return 

And seek my father's face ; 
Unworthy to be called a son, 

I '11 asK a servant's place." 

Far off, the father saw him move, 

In pensive silence mourn, 
And quickly ran, with arms of love, 

To welcome his return. 

Through all the courts the tidings flew, 
And spread the joy around ; 

The angels tuned their harps anew ; 
The long-lost son is found ! 



933. C. M. 

* Wide ii the gate and broad is the way that leadeth to destme- 
twHf and many there be tohich go in thereat : Because strtdt is 
the gate and narrow is the way which leadeth unto lifif and 
few there be thatjind U." 

There is a. path that leads to God,*- 

AU others go astray ; 
Narrow, but pleasant, is the road, — 

Good children love the way. 

It leads us through this world of sin, 

And dangers must be passed ; 
But those who boldly walk therein 

Will come to heaven at last.: 

While the broad road, which ends below, 

Lies near, and opens fair ; 
And many thoughtless children go, 

To walk with sinners there* 
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Lofd ! lest 6«r feeble steps shoi^ 8|i4e, 

Or waader from thy way, 
Let Christian counsels be our guide, 

And we shall never stray* 



S34« 118.M. 

" 1 would not live alwayJ' 

We would not live alway ; we ask not to stay 
Where storm after storm rises dark o'er the way ; 
We would not live alway ; no, welcome the tomb ! 
I%nce Jesus has lain there, we dread not its gloom. 

Who, who would live alway, away from his God, 
Away from yon heaven, that blissful abode, — 
Where the rivers of pleasure flow o'er the bright 

' plains, 
And the noontide of gbry eternally reigns,*— 

Where the saints of all ages in harmony meet, 
Their Saviour and brethren transported to greet ; 
While the anthems of rapture unceasingly roll, 
Andihe ssnle of the Lord is the life of the soul ? 



99S. C. M. 

" He called his servants^ and wtdo one he gave Jkte taletUtf to 
another two, and to another one. — AJler a long thntf the lard 
qf those servants cometh, and reckoneth with them." 

The time draws near when every son! 

Its last account shall pfive ; 
When its whole life shall be 8urveyt4 

By Him who hade it lure. 
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How many tftlents, O my God, 
Hast thou bestowed on me ! 

And yet bow few can there be fbund 
Devoted, Lord, to thee ! 

lly heaHh, ray time, and al} my poweiB, 
And thy more precious word, 

Tl^ talents are, for which I most 
Account to thee, my Lord ! 

O, may the fliothful servant's doom 

My earnest care excite ; 
Each talent may I well improve, 

And in thy word delight ! 



f»a%. L. M. • 

Thae are the commandments tohich the Lord eommanded 
Mont for the children qf Israel, in Mount Sinai J' 

h Have thou no other Gods than me. 

2. Before no idol bQW thy knee. 

3. Take not the name of God in vain, 

4. The holy Sabbath ne'er pro&ne • 

5. Give to thy parents honor due. 

6. Take heed that thou no murder do. 

7. Abstain from words and deeds iracleao. 

. 8. Steal not, though thou art poor and mean* 
9. Always speak the truth, and iove it 
10. What *8 another's never covet 

14 



d by Google 



aar. iis. m. 

** ^er this manner , thereforty jpray ye." 

O0» Father in heaven ! we hallow thy name ; 
May tiiy kingdom holy on earth be the same ; 
O, give to us daily our portion of bread ! 
It is from thy bounty that all must be fed. 

Forgive our transgressions, and teach us to know- 
That humble compassion that pardons each foe ; 
Keep us from temptation^ from weakness, and sin ; 
And thine be the glory for ever. Amen. 



338. L.M. 

• The Beat&udts. 

Happy the unre pining poor ; 
For them the heavenly rest is sure, 
Whose patient minds, in every ill, 
Submissive meet their Maker's wilL 

Happy the contrite, who lament 
Their wasted hours in sin misspent ; 
Rieclaimed from sin, they shall obtain 
Eternal joys for transient pain. 

Happy the meek, by wisdom tangfat 
To check each proud, resentfbl woOffht ; 
For them earth spreads the feast of ufe, 
Unmixed with bitterness or strife. 

Happy the souls that grow in grace, 
Hunger and thirst for righteousness ; 
For them a full and rich supply 
Shall be prepared in worlds on high. 
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Happy the men who mercy ehow 
To all that Deed, or friend, or foe ; 
To them like mercy shall be shown. 
When God's just sentence all shall own. 

Happy the pure in heart ; for they, 
Still holding on in virtue's way, 
When faith and hope are changed to sight, 
Shall see their God in cloudless light 

Happy the men of peaceful life, 
Who win to peace the sons of strife : 
They shall be called the sons of God, 
The heirs of his serene abode. 

And happy those who take the cross. 
For truth encounter pain and )osf. 
And suffer shame for Christ their Lord ; 
For great in heaven is their reward. 
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39». C. M. 

Book qf Nature. 

Tbemb is a book, who runs may read^ 
Whkh heavenly troth imparts ^ 

And all the lore its scholars need. 
Pure eyes and loving hearts. 

The works of God, above, below, 

Within Qs, and aronnd. 
Are pa^s in that book, to show 

How God himself is found. 

The glorious sky, embracing all, 

Is like the Maker's love ; 
Wherewith encompassed, great and small 

In peace and order move. 

The dew of heaven is like his grace ; 

It steals in silence down ; 
Bat where it lights, the favored place 

By richest fruits is known. 

His'^name, above all glorious names, 
With its ten thousand tongues, 

The everlasting sea proclaims. 
In tones like angel-songs. 

The raging fire, the roaring wind. 
His boundless power display ; 

But in the gentler breeze we find 
His spirit^s viewless way» 
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Thou, who fa«8t given us eyes to ite 
And love this sight so fair, 

O, give us hearts to find out thee. 
And read thee everywhere ! 



330. L. M. 6 1. 

AU Creatures equally the Objects of ChxPs Notice omt Cart, 

The insect, that with puny wing 
Just shoots along[ one summer ray, — 
The floweret, which the breath of spring 
Wakes into life for half a day, — 
• The smallest mote, the slenderest hair, — 
All feel one common Father's care. 

E'en from the glories of his throne 
He bends, to view this wandering ball ; 
Sees all, just as if all were one, r— 
Loves one, just as if one were all ; 
Rolls the swift planets in their sj>here8, 
And counts his children's sighs and tears. 



331. 6&>5s. M. 

AU Nature shows God ever good. 

See the shining dew-drops 
On the flowers strewed ; 

Proving, as they sparkle, 
God is ever good. 

See the morning sunbeams 
Lighting up the wood, 

Silently proolaiming, 
« God is ever good/* 
14* ^ 
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In the solitude, 
With its ripple saying, 

**God is ever good.** 

In the leafy tree-tops. 
Where no fears intrude, 

Merry birds are singings 
** God is ever gowl.** 

Bring, my heart, thy tribute, 
S<Migs of gratitude ; 

While all nature utters, 
M Grod is ever good." 



t. C. M. 

Beauty in Nature. 

T«t beantifkl ! the beaatifBl ! 

Where do we find it not? 
It is an all-pervading grace, 

And lighteth every spot. 

It sparkles on the ocean wave, 
It glitters on the deW ; 

We see it in the glorious sky. 
And in the floweret's hue. 

On mountain-top, in valley deep. 
We find its presence there ; 

The beautiful! the beautiful! 
It liveth everywhere. 

If so much loveliness is sent 
To grace our present home, 

How beautifi}l,how beavtifiil 
Will be the world to come ! 



d by Google 



ILLtTBTRATIOlW (W ITATUUI. 



t. 7 6l 68. M. 

The Rtiing Sun, 

The eastern hille are glowing 
With morning's purple ray ; 

Arrayed in light, he 's coming, 
The glorious orb of day ! 

All hail ! thou constant emblem 
Of Him who dwells above, — 

Of Him so great and glorious, 
And yet so full of love ! 

How nature iiow rejoices. 
With life and beauty new ! 

On every grass-blade twinkles 
The pearly drop of dew. 

How good is He who made thee, 
' Thou glorious orb of day ! 
With grateful hearts we '11 praise bioi, 
In morning's earliest ray. 



934. 6&.58.M. 

7%e Setting Sun. 

How we love to see thee. 
Golden evening sun ! 

How we love to see thee. ' 
When .the day is don^j 

When, in tranquil glory. 
Thou dost sink to rest, 

O, what holy longings 
Fire the swelling oreast! 
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Be it ours thus brightly 
Virtue's course to run ; 

Ours to sleep so sweetly, 
All our labors doae. 

Thus we wish in childhood, 
While we gaze on thee, — 

Wish our heavenly pathway 
Like thine own may be. 



339. 8&6S.M. 

The Sunj Moon, and Stars. 

Ws see the glorious sun arise 
Prora yonder mountain gray. 

And as he travels through the skies, 
The darkness flies away ; 

And all around us is so bright^ 

We wish it might be always light 

But when his shining course is done, 
The gentle moon draws nigh, 

And stars come twinkling, one by one. 
Upon the shady sky. 

Who made the sun to shine so far, 

The moon, and every twinkling star? 

God made the sun that blazes high, 
The moon more pale and dim ; 

And all the stars that fill the sky 
Are made and ruled by him ; 

His children, too, may claim his care, 

And call upon his name in prayer. 



J 



d by Google 



r 



nxDSTKATiom or mathu. 
936. L. M. 

Emblem* of TransUorintst and Deoaif, 

See you the eastern orb, which glows 
So pure, 80 beautiful, so brigl^t ? 
The bird, which hailed it as it rose, 
Shall sing its farewell song at night. 

See you the gems which deck the rim 
Of eventng's sparkling coronet? 
The twilight beams, their glow is dka, — 
The morning smiles, their ray is set. 

See you the new-blown summer rose, 
That spreads its blossoms on the bough ? 
The winter frowns, the night- wind blows, - 
Where are its fragrant beauties now ? 

The brightest ray which pleasure throws 
Is but a meteor-^leam displayed ; 
For all that 's bright its charms must lose, 
And all that^'s beautiful must fade. 



aST. 7s. M. 

Teaching qfthe Stars, 

SxAas, that, on your wondrous wty, 
Travel throu^^fa the evening sky, 
Is there nothing you can say 
To a child so young as I ? 
Tell me, for I long to know. 
Who has made you sparkle so ? 

•* Yes," methinks I hear you say, 
" Child of mortal race, attend ; 
While we run our wondrous way. 
On the truth we teach depend : 
He will prove your Friend divine 
By whose mighty word we shine. 
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^ Ye8, the God, who bade us roll, 
God, who hung us in the sky, 
He beholds an infant's soul 
With a condescending eye, 
And esteems it dearer far, 
More in value, than a star." 

O, then, while your breath is given, 
Pour it out in fervent prayer. 
And beseech the God of heaven 
To receive your spirit there ; 
As a living star to blaze 
Ever to your Maker's praise ! 



338. 7 & 63. M. 

Stars and Streams. 

See how calmly star and star 
Through the heavens are wheeling, 

As we view them near or far, 
Harmony revealing. 

See how calmly o'er the green 
Silvery streams are flowing; 

Imaged there the stars are seen, 
Brightly, calmly glowing. 

Earth and heaven send forth a vdce : 

<* Now be discord ended, 
Live in peace, in love rejoice. 

Heart and heart be blended." 

So our life shall gently pass. 
Like the peaceful nver, — 

And then, like the stars, at last, 
We shall shine for even 
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w 5, 7 & 4s. M. 

The Aurora BoreaLit, 

See the Northern Li^ht ! 
To the zenith of the skiee 
How the glowing columns rise, 
Brightly gleaming 

Through the veil of night! 

See the Northern Light ! 
See the dark cloud round the btiei 
Brilliant streaks from place to place, 
Ever changing, — 

Now 't is dim, now bright. 

See the Northern Light ! 
like the dawning day it shines. 
Shooting stream with stream eombines, 
Brightly gleaming 

Through the veil of night. *' 

See the Northern Light ! 
Plainly telling He is great 
Who did all its beams create. 
Never changing, 

Source of life and light 



a4o. c. M. 

The Rainbow, 

BtBOLB that arch of varied hue! 

From heaven to earth 't is bowed; 
Haste, ere it vanish, haste to view 

The rainbow in the cloud. 
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T was not alone to charm thy si^ht, 
God gave that vision Mr ; 

Gaze on its beams of azure light, 
And read bis mercy there. 



a41. 8&78. M.. 

The Ocean. 

Beautiful, sublime, and glorious, 
Mfld, majestic, foaming, free, 

Over time itself victorious, 
Image of eternity 1 

Such thou art, stupendous ocean ! 

But, if overwhelmed by thee^ 
Can we think, without emotion. 

What must thy Creator be ? 



a4a. CM. 

Munc ^ Nature, 

There 's music in the midnight breeze^ 

There 's music in the morn ; 
The day-beam and the gentle eve 

Sweet sounds have ever borne ; 
The valley hath its welcome notes, 

The grove its tuneful throng, 
And ocean's mighty caverns teem 

With nature's endless song. 

The winds that sweep the mimDtaki*lM9 

l^ir jovous echoes bear 9 
Young aKephyis on the streamlet play, 

And make swe^vmsie thei9 ; 
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Widi rastliDg sound the fbl*est-leaveB 

Bend to the passing breeze ; 
And pleasant k. the busy hiim 
' Of flower-seeking bees. ' 

Tbtt heart, too, hath its tiuilUng chords, 

A consecrated fount, 
From which inspiring melodies 

To heaven in gladness mount 
Why Nature's music, — but that man 

May join the myriad throng 
Of all her glorious works in one 

Harmonious burst of song ? 



94». 12,9,&88.M. 

Light, Music, and Perfume, ■* 

0, Hew brigh^y, how brightly the sun moyes along, 

From the east to the west, through the sky ! 
0, how lovely, how lovely the moon looks among 
All the stars, as they sparkle on high ! 
These glorious lights to us were giyen 
To raise our thoughts from earth to heaven : 
0, how brightly, how brightly they all move along, 
Shediding light o'er the world from on high i 

0, how swiftly, how swiftly the bird flies away 

To his home in the tall forest tree ! 
0, how sweetly, how sweetly he sings all the day, 
And is happy as happy can be \ 
'T is thus he tells of favors given. 
And while he sings, he soars to heairen: 
0, how sweetly, how sweetly he sings all the day, 
Ik Mi nest on the tall forest-^ee ! 
15 
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And the roses, tbe roses, and Hlies so fair, 

Which we pluck from the green fields in May, 
Fill with fragrance, with fragrance the fresh momiog' 
air. 
And to us, as they bloom, seem to say 
By whom their sweet perfume was gi^en^ 
And thus they send it back to heaven : 
O, the roses, the roses, and lilies so fair, 
Fill the air, fill the air, all the day ! 



944. CM. 

OTkunder Storm, 

The thunder bursts ! its rolling might 
Seems the firm hills to shake ; 

And in terrific splendor bright, ^ 
The gathered lightnings break. 

Y»t doth not God behold thee still, 

With all-surveying eye ? 
Doth not his power all nature fill, 

Around, beneath, on high ? 

Then fbar not, though the angry sky 
A thousand darts should cast ; 

Why should we tremble e'en to die, 
And be with him at last ? 



34ff. L. M. 

A pleasant Day. 

The cle(ir blue sky looks full of love : 
Let all our selfish passions eease ; 
O, let us lift our thoughts above, 
Where all is brightness, goodness, peaoe i 
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If we have done another wrong, 

O, let U8 seek to be forgiven ! 

Nor let one discord spoil the song 

Our hearts would raise this day to heaven. 

This blessed day, when the pure air 
Is full of sweetness, full of joy. 
When all around is calm and lair, 
Shall we tb^ harmony destroy ? 

O, may it be our earnest care 
To free our souls from eveiy sin ! 
Then will each day be bright and fiur, 
For God's pure sunshine cfwells within. 



346. C. M. 

Sunset, 

How beautiful the setting sun ! 

The clouds how bright and gay ! 
The stars appearing one by one, 

How beautiful are they f 

And when the moon climbs up the sky. 

And sheds her gentle light. 
And hangs her crystal lamp on high, 

How beautiful is night I 

And can it be I am possessed 

Of something brighter far ? 
Glows there a nght within my breast 

Outshining every star ? 

Yes ; should the sun and stars turn pale, 

The mountains melt away, 
This fiame within shall never fail, 

But live in endless day. 



d by Google 



This is the aoid thai God has ftfeo,^ 

Sin may its histre dim ; 
Religion bears it up to heaven, 

And leads it back to him« 



»iT. L. M» 

4/3lcr a Summer Shower, 

The rain is o'er ; — how dense and bright 
Yon pearly clouds reposing lie ! 
Cloud above cloud, a dorious sight, 
Contrasting with the dark blue sky ! 

In grateful silence, earth receives 
The general blessing ; fresh and fair, 
Each flower expands its little leaves, 
As glad the common joy to share. 

The sun breaks forth ; from off the scene 
Its floating veil of mist is flung ; 
And all the wilderness of green 
With trembliog drops of light is hung. 

Now gaze on Nature : yet the same — 
Glowing with life, by breezes fanned, 
Luxuriant, lovely — as she came. 
Fresh in her yoath« from.God^s own luM^d* 

Hear the rich music of that voice 
Which sounds from all below, above ; 
God calls his children to rejoice, 
And round them throws his arms of love. 
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248. 6,4,&5s. M. 

Emblems of Change and Death, 

Soft is the morning dew 
Resting on flowers ; 
Gentle the balmy breath, 
'Mid summer bowers ^ 
Green is the moss-couch^ 
Spread to repose ; 
Sweet o'er the heather hill 
The wild flower blows. 

Pew on the bright flowers 
Soon glides away ; 
Calm breath of summer 

Speeds on its way ; 
Yellow the moss- bed. 
Bleak is the hill, 
Gone are the silver buds, 
Hushed is the rill. 

Our days without number, 
Swiftly and still, 
Fly as the shadow 

Glides o'er the bill ; 
We all, like the leaf, 
Haste to decay ; 
Uncertain and brief, life 
Passes away. 



. 349. L. M. 

The Morning Flowers, • 

The momin|^ flowers display their sweets, 
And gay Uieir silken leaves unfold. 
As careless of the noon-day heats, 
And fearless of the evening cold 
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Nipped by the wind's unkindly blast. 
Parched by the sun's directer ray, - 
The momeotai^ glories waste, 
The short-lived beauties die away. 

So blooms the human fkce divine, 
When youth its pride and beauty shows ; 
Fairer than spring the colors shine, 
And sweeter than the virgin rose. 

Or worn by slowly rolling yeaie. 
Or broke by sickiiess in a day. 
The fadins^ glory disappears. 
The short-lived beauties die away. 

But these, new-rising from the tomb, 
With lustre brighter fkr shall shine. 
Revive with ever-during bloom. 
Safe from diseases and decline. 



Sffe. 8«z;6s. M. 

1^ Desert Flower and Bird, 

The desert flower alar may bloom. 
Where foot of man ne'er trod. 

Yet gratefully its soft perfbme 
Ascendeth up to Goa ; 

And he will own the offering, too. 

And fill its cup with morning dew. 

Alone may sing the desert bird, 

Afar from human ear. 
Yet there he singeth not unheard, 

For God is listening near ; 
And he will cheer the wiarbler's breaflt 
With ple^ant food and quiet teaU 
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Thus, vhen before thy holy tlmme 

With grateful praise I bend, 
I feel that I am not alone, 

My Father and my Fxiead I 
Humble as is my love to thee, 
Thou answerest with love to me. 

Each mom wiU bring a promise paie, 

As dew to desert ftower ; ^ 
EUich eve, a rest as calm and suitt 

As bird's in ibrert bower ; 
Till death shall loose my earth-bound wing, 
And bear me heavenward as I sing. 



FUnoers, Trees, BiredmUj and 8uh, BmbUm qf Jforta%. 

Behold the flowers, the summer flowers, 
Of every hue and shade ! 

At morning bright, 

Withered at night, — 
Like them, we bloom and Aide. 

Behold the trees, the forest trees, 
Waving their heads on high ! 

The^r leaves around 

Soon strew the ground, — 
Like them, we fall and die. 

Behold the streams, the gentle etfeamsi 
Which through the vaUey stray ! 

Silent aad slow 

Onward they flow, -r 
Like them» Fe fa«9 i^WAy* 
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Behold the sun, the glorions son, 
Coursing from east to west ! 
When day is done, 
His race is run, — 
Like him, we sink to rest. 

Behold them all! our teachers all ! 
They te«ch us what we are ; 

Duty they teach;— 

O, let us each 
For life and death prepare ! 



9ff3. 6s. M. 

Atdttmn Flowen, 

The few pale autumn flowew, — 
More beautiful they are 
Than all that went before, 
Than all the summer store. 
To us more lovely far! 

And why? they are the last! 
The last! the last! the last! 
O, by that little word 
How many thoughts are stirred^ 
That T^hisper of the past ! 

O precious, precious moments ! 
Pale flowers! ye tell pf those, 
The saddest, brightest, sweetest, 
Because, like those, the fleetest,— 
Reaching so soon a close. 

Pale flowers! pale autumn flowers! 
Winter approaches fast ! 
O, as ye fade and die, 
May we in faith apply • 
The lessons <^f the past! 



d by Google 



94'9<i^BAT|0H$ OF lUTVRf* 

fum. CM. 

Tlu Use qf Flowen, 

O, WHEREFORE wero the flowers all aiade, 

And dyed with rainbow ligbt, 
All fkshioiied with the utmost grace, 

Upspringing day and night ; 

Springing in valleys ^en and low^ 

And on the mountains high, 
And in the silent wilderness, 

Where no man passes by ? 

Our outward life requires them not ; 

Then wherefore had they birth ? 
To minister delight to man ; 

To beautify the earth ; 

To comfbrt man ; to whisper hope, 

Whene'er his faith is dim ; 
For whoso careth for the flowers 

Will care much more for him ! 



3«4. C. P. M. 

Natwal Beauty a faint Emblem qf Qood^mt* 

Fair are the flowers that deck the ground ; 
And groves and gardens, blooming round, 

Unnumbered charms unfold ; 
Bright is the sun's meridian ray. 
And bright the beams of setting day. 

That robe the clouds in gold. 

But far more fair the pious breast, 
In richer robes of goodness dressed, 

Where heaven's own graces shine 5 
And brighter &r the prospects rise. 
Thai burst on faith's delighted eyes 

From glories all divine. 
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9SS. 8&.7S. M. 

The Snowdrop. 

Winter linffers in the bowers, 
Birds are kxsked in slumbers deep; 

Tell me, .snowdrops^ modest flowers, 
Who thus eariy breaks your sleep ? 

Long before the snow is runningv 
Melted in the mountain stream. 

Tender forms! I see you sunning 
In a cold and cheerless beam. 

And your lily lips do quiver, 

Whispering, " We are children too ; 
Bloom to praise the gracious Giver, 

Wither, die, and bloom anew. 

" 'T was a Father's care arrayed us 
In the pure and snowy white ; 

T was a Father's kindness made us 
Bloom so innocent and bright" 

Child, be innocence thy beauty. 

Strive in purity to shine ; 
So, when ends thy course of duty, 

Heavenly gloiy shall be thine. 



ftfSe. 8 &. 9s. M. 

J%e VioUt, 

Sweet flower, spring's earliest, loveliest gem! 
While other flowers are idly sleeping, 

Thou rear'st thy purple madem. 
Meekly from thy seclusion peeping. 
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Thou, firom thy little secret mound, 
Where diamond dew-drops shine above tiiee, 

Scatter'st thy modest fragrance rou(id, 
And well may children seek and love thee. 

Thine is a short, swift reign, I know ; 
But here, thy spirit still pervading. 

New violet tufts aeain shall blow, 
Then fade away as thou art fading, — 

And be renewed. The hope how blest» — 
O, may that hope desert me never !^-- 

Like thee, to sleep on nature's breast^ 
And wake again and bloom for ever ! 



957. L.M. 

The Rose. 

Sweet rose! when summer sunbeams play 
O'er lovely flowers on every side, — 
Thou, then, the gayest of the gay, 
Blushest, the garden's fairest pride. 

And though, when summer days are o'er, — 
Alas ! that lovely things will fade ! — 
Thy beauty and thy blush no more 
Are in the garden walk displayed : 

Yet then thy fallen and withered leaves 
Retain thy well known rich perfume ; 
And e'en a faded rose-bud gives 
A useful warning from its tomb* 

The fairest form must fade ; but worth 
Will still survive, though beauty dies ; 
When beauty stoops to kindred earth, 
Virtue, immortal, seeks the skies. 
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His, 78. M. 

f The Forget-me-not. 

Go, at moonlight's dreamy hour, 
Where the silvery ripples shine ; 
Mark a little lovely flower, — 
Be that lovely floweret thine. 

Mild as heaven's own blue, it beanieth 
like a clear knd cloudless day; 
Imaee of true love, it seemeth 
To &e heart sweet words to say: 

And methinks its blue eyes glisten, 
Full of love and tender thought, 
While it sofUy whispers, — listen !— 
^ O, forget, forget me not! " 

Thus, child, on thy heart impressed, 
Be of God thy nightly thought; 
List his voice within thy breast, — 
" O, forget, forget me not ! " 



9S». 7&8s.M. 

The Strawberry, 

Ik the thick and grassy wood. 
Where the sunny streaks are breaking. 
And the birds their songs are waking. 
Where the fragrant flowers repose, 
There the pretty strawberry grows. 

Tell me, strawberry, fresh and sweet, 
Who made all your red so shining. 
Like the crimson sun declining?. 

And who gave your pleasant smeU ? 

Tell me, pretty strawberry, tell. 
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It was God who made you so ; 

He your lively color briffhtens, 

He your charming odor neightene; 

Humble vines and lofty wood 

Ever tell us, ** God is good." 



360. L.M. 

The Daisy. 

Like to the modest, tender flower, 
That lifts its unassuming head, 
And, stooping to the cold wind's power. 
Sinks gently to its humble bed : 

Like the sweet daisy of tfie hills. 
Unknown but to the birds of spnnff, 
That bends its slender stalk and fius 
With dew its buds just blossoming: 

Thus meek and lowly may we bend, 
Submissive to our Father's will ; 
Thus may the dews of heaven descend,' 
With grace and truth our hearts to fill. 



361. S. M. 

Emblema qf Death. 

The lilies of the field. 
That quickly fade away, 
May well to us a lesson yield, 
For we are firail as they. 

Just like an early rose. 
We see an infant bloom ; 
But death, perhaps, before it blows, 
Will lay it in the tomb. 
16 , 
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Then let us think on death, 
Tbougfa'Ve are younff and gay; 
For Go^ who gave our life and breath, 
Can take them both away. 

To God, who made them all, 
Let children humbly cry ; 
And strive, whenever death may call, 
To be prepared to die. 



aeau 8,6,&78. m. 

spring. 

The pleasant spring has come again; 

Its voice is in &e trees ; 
It smiles from every sunny glen ; 
It whispers in the breeze : 
The pretty flowers are springing ; 

The gushing founts are free ; 
The merry birds are singing ; 
And all rejoice with me. 

The pleasant spring has come again: 

O, be my heart renewed ! 
Nor cold as winter still remain, 
But glow with gratitude 
To the kind and gracious Power 
Whose love I feel and see, — 
In whose sight the choicest flower 
The child^s pure heart will be ! 



863. 7&.6S. M. 

Summer. 

rr 18 summer, glorious summer ! 

Behold the glad, green earth, 
How from her grateful bosom 

The herb and flower spring forth ! 
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These are her rich thanksgivings, 
Their incense floats dbove : 

Father ! what may we offer ? 
Thy chosen flower is — love, 

'T is summer, blessed summer ! 

The lofty bills are bright^ 
All nature's fountains sparkle, — 

Shall ours have lesser light? 
No ; bid each spirit praise Him 

Who bangs on every tree 
A thousand living ljn*e8, 

Awaking harmony. 



364. 8 & 7s. M. 

AtUumfu 

See the leaves around us falling, 
Dry and withered, to the ground ; 

Thus to thoughtless mortals calling, 
In a sad and solemn sound : r~ 

«* Youth, on length of days presuming, 
Who the paths of pleasure tread. 

View us, late in beauty blooming, 
Numbered now among the dead. 

•* What though yet no losses grieve you, 
Gay with health and many a grace ? 

Let not cloudless skies deceive you : 
Summer gives to autumn place* 

** Yearly in our course returning, 
Messengers of shortest stay, 

O, receive our kindly waraiag,— ^ 
Heaven and earth shall pass «way i ^ 
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On the tree of life eternal, 
O, let all our hopes be laid ! 

This alone, for ever vernal, 
Bears a leaf that shall not fade. 



36ff. 7, 6, 6l 8s. M. ' 

i Winler, 

How deep a sleep hath boond thee ! 
A snowy shroud is round thee, 

O Earth, our mother fair I 
Where now are spring's gay fiowers, 
And summer's golden hours, 
And those green robes thou once didst wear? 

How tranqdil are thy slumbers ! 
No shepherd's tunenil narabers 

By vale or stream resound. 
Sweet summer-songs are over. 
The swallow — joyous rover — 
In all our fields no more is found. 

A Father's hand hath dressed thee 
In wintry robes ; so rest thee 
Beneath his watchful sight : 
Thy wintry slumbers breaKing, , 
We soon shall see thee viraking 
In radiant robes bf lovely light. 



966. C. M. 

The Four Seasons. 

Mrst Scholar. 

I LOVE the Spring, when slumbering buds 

Are wakened into birth; 
When joy apd gladness seem ta spread 



At once o'er all the earth. 
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Second Scholar. 

I love the Summer, when the flowera 

Look beautiful and bright ; 
When I can spend the leisure hours 

With hoop, and ball, and kite. 

Third Scholar. 

I love the Autumn, when the trees 
With fruit are bending low ; 

When I can reach the pears and plums 
That hang upon the bough. 

Fourlh Scholar. 

I love to have the Winter come, 
When I can skate and slide, 

And hear the bells of many sleighs 
That swifUy by us glide. 

lyih Scholar. 

I love the seasons in their round ; 

Each has delights for me ; 
Wisdom and love in all are found ; 

Goifs hand in each I see. 



So say we all ; we '11 think of Him, 

As seasons pm alon^ ; 
His love and wisdom stiU shall be 

The burden of our song. 



967. 6s. M. 

Departure of the Birdt,^ 

The birds are flown away, 
The flowers are dead and gone, 
The clouds look cdd and gray 
Around the setting son. 
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The trees with sc^eiaii sighs 
Their naked branches swing ; 
The winter winds arise, 
And mournfully they sing. 

Who shows the birds the way, 
Children, that they must go ? 
And brings them back in May, 
When there is no more snow ? 
And whea no flower is seen 
Upon the hill and plain, 
Who '11 make it all so green^ 
And bring the flowers again ? 

Children, there is a Power, 
That none of us can see. 
Takes care of every flower, 
Gives life to every tree : 
He through the pathless air 
Shows little birds their way ; 
And we, too, are his care, 
He guards us day by day. 

Children, when people die. 
Will they come back in May ? 
Why tears in every eye ? 
Will they, dear children ? say. 
No, they will never come ; 
We go to their abode, -^ 
There, in the heavenly home, 
To dwell with them and €K>d. 



aOS. 8,6, dr>4s, M. 

BmocerU Children the greatest qf natwral BeAUtkt, 

O, MANT things are beaoUful ! 
The bird that sings and flies ; 

The setting sun, 

When day is dcwie ; 
The rainbow in the skies ; 
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The gentle lamb, so innocent ; 
The dove so tender, true \ 

The violet 

With dew-drops wet^ 
So sweet and fair to view. \ 

But there is one more beautiful. 
More tender,, sweet, and miki ; ^ 

The girl or boy, 

A parent's jov, — 
The loved and lovinf child. 



. C. M. 



Truth the only Beauty that neither Jlies nor fadee. 

I LOVED a song-bird of the spring, 

I loved its warbling lay : 
But, ah ! my singer spread his wing, 

And rose, and soared away. 

I loved a butterfly so fair, 

With pinion golden bright ; 
Among the tulips rich and rare 

It wandered from n^y sight 

I loved a rose, I loved it best 

Of all I yet had found ; 
But when the sun had reached the we3t, 

Its bright leaves strewed the ground. 

What can I love that talces not flighty 
Nor fades with breeze or blast ? 

O, love the truth ! the truth both bright 
And beautiful will last. 



d by Google 



ILLUSTRATIONS OP NATURE. 



aro. 8. 7, & 48. M. 

Sang of the Birds. 

Through woodland wild we sweetly stray, 
Where gentle streams are flowing; 
And sing away . )j^p^ 
The summer day. $ '^ 

We build our sheltering nest on high, 
Where summer boughs are waving ; 
When night is nigh, >jj^^ 
Then home we fly. > ^ 

Pond love and peace within our nest 
Have made their home so sweetly ; 
No fears molest ? p-«^-# 
Their holy rest $^^^ 

As sweetly glides our life away, 
We chant our Maker's praises. 



971. 98. M. 

The Lark, Daet, EagU, and Shorn. 






Wake early and see the lark, my child, -- A 

The mom has but just looked out and smiled, A 

When he storts from forth his grassy nest, J 

And flies away, with dew on his breast. 
And love in his heart, to yon bright sphere, 
To warble there in his Maker's ear. 
Ever, my child, be thy morn's first lays 8 

Tuned, Uke the lark's, to thy Maker's praise. 1 
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OJiUSTlATZONfl or MATURX. 

list softly ! lift! \'a the dove, my ehildl, — - 
That low, sweet voice, so sad and so mild, 
Is flowing out from her gentle breast, 
Constant and pure by that lonely nest, 
As the wave is poured from crystal om, 
For her distant dear one's quick return. 
Ever, my son, be thou like the dove, — 
Faithful in friendship, constant io love. 

Look upward ! behold the eagle, boy, 
Proudly careering his course of joy, 
Firm on his native strength relying 
Breasting the storm, the bolt defying; 
Wing oit the wind, and eye on the sun, 
He swerves not a hair, but keeps right on. 
O, may the eagle's flight, boy, be thine, — 
Onward and upward, true to the line ! 

Look yonder and watcB the swan, my love, 
Just floating down from his native grove, -^ 
No loved one with him, no nestling nigh, 
He is floating down alone to die : 
Death dims his eye and unplumes his wings, 
His sweetest song is the last he sings, 
live so, my love, that, when death shall come, 
Swan-like and sweet, it may waft thee home. 



2t2. ll,9&;8s. M. 

The Sky-lark. 

How sweet is the son^ of the lark, when she springs 
To welcome the morning with joy on her wings ! 
The higher she rises, the sweeter she sings, 
And she sings when we see her no more : 
When storms and dark clouds veil the sun from our 
sight, 

S9 has mounted above them, she shines in the light ; 
OS, far from the scenes that disturb and affirigh^ 
She loves her gay music to pour. 
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ILLtTSTRATIOMS GW NATURI. 

'T 18 thus wHh the Christian : hia willing soul flies 
To welcome the day-spring that streams from the 

skies ; 
He is drawn by its glorious effulgence to rise 

To the region from which it is given ; 
He sings on his way from this clond-covered spot, -* 
The quicker his progress, the sweeter his note ; 
When we hear him no longer, the song ceases not, -» 

It blends with the chorus of heaven. 



S73. 11 &> 9s. M. * 

The Lady-bird, 

How small and confined is the lady-birdV power ! 

All her duties are speedily done ; 
O, then, let her rejoice and flutter an hour. 

Let her sparkle awhile in the sun ! 

She answers the purpose for which she was horn : 
Child of reason ! can you say the same ? 

Does every mild evening and mir rising mom 
Find your temper becoming your name ? 

When you walk the garden, or run in the grove, 

Do you thankfully notice the light? 
Do you see the proof of God's goodness and love 

In whatever is snaling and bnght ? 

O child, in your heart if no gratitude springs, 
For these blessings so constant and true. 

Then let the gay lady- bird spread out her wings, — 
She 's a hundred times better than you. 
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UtLVVtMATlOffB OF NATURC 

«74, 12, 11, & 68. M. 

The Bee and the Dove, 

O, SAT, busy bee, whither now are you goin^?, 
IVhither now are you going, to work or to play ? 
** I 'm bound to the garden, where roses are blowings 

For I must be making sweet honey to-day, -^ 
Sweet honey, — sweet honey, ^ 

For I must be making sweet honey to-day." 

O, sav, pretty dove, whither now are you flying, 
Whither now are you flying, and where do you roam ? 
^ I *m bound to ray nest, where my partner is sighing 

And waiting for me in my snug little home, — 
Little home, — little home, — 

And waiting for me in my snug little home." . 

So we, all so happy, while daily advanciog 

In true wisdom and knowledge, in virtue and love. 

Will sing on our way, in our progress rejoicing. 

As brisk as the bee, and as true as the dove, — 
As the bee, — as the dove, — 

As brisk as the bee, and as true as the dove. 



37S. 8 6l 7s. M. 

Song of the Beet. 

Wilt thou hear a song to charm thee ? 
List the bees with busy wing, — 
Evermore they buzz and sing, 
♦< We must labor while 't is spring"; 

That 's the song the bees are singing, 

All so gay, to labor springing. 

Ever cbeerftil, ever singing. 
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ILLUSTRATIONS OP N&TUAB. 

Come and see tJie busy dwelling, 

Airy chambers neat and fine ; 

How the waxen arches shine I 

What sweet stores the white walls lioe ! 
There not one his time is wasting, 
Young and old to 18bor hasting. 
Purest pleasure ever tasting. 

List thou to the lovely music, 
List the bees the while they sing, 
Ever more with busy wing, 
" We must labor while 't is spring ** ; 

That 's the song the bees are singing : 

Up ! like them, to labor springing, 

Ever cheerful, ever singing. 



276. CM. 

The Worm. 

Turn, turn thy has^y foot aside, . 

Nor crush that helpless worm ; 
The frame thy wayward looks deride 

Required a God to form. 

The common Lord of all that move, 
From whom thy being flowed, 

A portion of his boundless love 
On that poor worm bestowed. 

The sun, the moon, the stars he made 

To all his creatures free ; 
And spreads o'er earth the grasi^y blade 

For worms as well as thee. 

Let them entoy their little day, 

Their lowly bliss receive 5 
O, do not liffhtly take «way. 

The life l£ou canst not give ! 
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ILLUSTIU.TIONS OF KATUBB. 

arr. e, 5, & os. m. 

7%« Oak. 

O, WHAT are those green things 

Which lie on the ground, 
Ab thick as the dew-drops 
Which glitter around ? — 
They are acorns, the fruit of the oak. 

Pray, what is that young plant, 

Which raises its head 
Above the soil mosses 

Which 'neath it are spread ? — 
It has sprung from the fruit of the oak. 

dan you tell m© what tree 

Is towering so high. 
Erect and majestic. 

Its head in the sky ? — 
*t is the pride of our forests, — the oak. 

Do not we, when at first 

We begin our career, 
In childhood, both helpless 

And useless appear. 
Like the acorns which fall from the oak? 

And may we not grow like 

This wonderful tree, 
And, some day, the true pride 

And ornament be 
Of the land of our birth, like the oak ? 

Yes, we. may ; then let us 

Be good and be wise, 
And we shall, most surely. 
To honor arise. 
And be more useful far than the oak. 
17 
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ILLU8TBATI0KS OF NATURE. 

ft7S. lis. M. 

* The Mind, a Garden. 

Tos mind is a gfarden, and youth's sunny mpra 
The season for planting; the rose and tne thorn 
Will spring up together ; then let us take care 
That none but the sweetest of roses grow there. 

If seeds of deception, of envy, and strife, 
Are suffered to grow in the spring-time of life ; 
When the autumn of age chills the breath of the aur. 
We must gather the fruits in grief and despair. 

But let us be wise, and pluck up by the roots 
All poisonous plants, ere we taste of their fruits; 
And rear in their stead such as nature designed, 
To improve, and adorn, and embellish the mind. 

When the sun, that has cheered us in life's early days 
Withdraws ftom the garden the light of his rays ; 
From the flowers, as they wither, O, may there arifty 
A grateful perfume that ^all reach to. the akies ! 
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XXIII. FOR PARTICULAR OCCASIONS. 



879. L. M. 

The New Year. 



From year to year, in love we meet ; 
Wiiat pleasure does this day impart ! 
Teachers and scholars uttering sweet 
The New Year's wish of every heart. 

As time rolls on, from year to year, 
We change, grow up, or pass away ; 
Nor twice the same assembly here 
Can welcome this returning day. 

Death, ere this year shall close, may strike 
Some of our number, marked to fkll ^ 
Teachers and scholars, list alike ! 
The warning is to each, to all. 



980. 7s. M. 

The New Year. 

See, another year is come ! 
Ah ! how years and moments fly ! 
Swift they bear us to our home ; 
Swifl our youth is fleeting by. 

How can I this year improve ? 
How each moment wisely spend. 
So that conscience shall approve. 
When my days and years shall end ? 
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FOR PARTICULAR 0CCA8I(»f8. 

Let me to.religioD flee, — 
Then life's greatest work is done ; 
All shall work for good to me, 
If this heaveDly prize be won. 



asi. CM. 

For a rural Excursiaru 

Hail, ffreat Creator, wise and good! 

To thee our songs we raise ; 
Nature, through all her various scenes, 

Invkes us to thy praise. 

Thy glory beams in every star 

Which gilds the gloom of night. 
And decks the smiling face of room 
' With rays of cheenul light 

The lofty hill, the humble vale. 
With countless beauties shine ; 

The silent grove, the vocal shore 
Proclaim thy power divine. 

Great nature's God ! still may these 
Our serious thoughts engage ; 

Still may our ^tenil hearts consult 
Thy works' instructive page. 

And while, in all above, around, 

Thy varied love we see, 
O, may our hearts, great God, be led 

Through all thy works to thee ! 
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FOR PARTICULAR OCCA8I01^8. 

383. a M. 

For a rural Escurncn. 
The freihly bloomingr flowers . 
To Thee sweet offeringrs bear ; 
And cheerful birds in shady bowera 
Sing forth thy tender care. 

The fields on every side, 
The trees on every bill, 
The glorious sun, the roUinff tide. 
Proclaim thy wonders stiu. 

But trees, and fields, and rines, 
Still praise a God unknown; 
For gratitude and love can rise 
From living hearts alone. 

l*bese living hearts of ours 
Thv holy name would bless ; 
The blossoms of all nature's flowers 
Would please our Father less. 



ass. c. M, 

For a rural Excursion, 
Herb, like the birds that wander free, 

Warbling their woodland lays, 
' We, Heavenly Father, sing to thee 
Our grateful song of praise. 

The happy minstrels of the air. 

That on thy bounty live. 
With songs repay thy constant care, ^- 

^ is all that they can give. 

But we can give the loving hearty 
Aud lifl our thoughts am>ve ; 

Can learn that thou our Father art, 
And feel that thou art love. 
17* 
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FOR FASnCI7I«Ul OCCiSlQW. 

A table in the wildenieas, 

Of old, thy bounty spread, 
When manna dropped the tribes to bless 

That cried to thee for bread. 

For us kind friends a feast prepare 
Beneath this Wild-wood shade ; 

Scarce better could thy children fare 
Whose food tiie manna made. 

Never, like them, may we be heard 

To murmur or repine ; 
Still may we heed thy holy word, 

And mm eur wiUs to thine. 



384. 7dz;6s. M. 

For a rural Excursion. 

With ^ onca more we hall thee, 

O lovely rural scene 1 
Thy groves, and fields, and woodlands, 

Thy garb of eheerful' green ! 
How pure the crystal fountain ! 

How clear tiie purMng rills ! 
How sweet the tuiled flowerets, 

That bbssom on th^ hills ! 
Such rich and varied beauty 

Our hearts with rapture fills. 

Here, at the morn's awaking, 

The tuneful, gladsome lay. 
By nature^s chorus chanted, 

Salutes the welcome day ; 
And 'midst the sun's briffht gbwing. 

Till evening's dewy fall. 
In tones of mellow sweetness, 

These feathered warblers call 
On human hearts to worship 

The common Lord of all. 
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FOE PARTICULAR OCCASIONS* 

We love, in blest communion^ 

To seek this rural shade, 
Where nature's true devotion 

To nature's God is paid. 
And here, as we are musing, 

We think of scenef above, — 
Where smiles, like those of summer, 

No chaDge can e'er remove ;• 
Where music yet more heavenly 

SUl chant Its notes of love. 
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XXIV. CLOSE OF SERVICE. 



«8ff. L. M. 

With grateful hearts before thy throne^ 
Our Father, Crod! we meekly stand 
And raise our cheerful songs, to owa 
The blessings of thy hounteous hand* 

Taught by the friends thy love has given, 
We learn thy truth each holy day ; 
We tread the road that leads to heaven, — 
That path of peace, — that pleasant way. 

We hear the Saviour's accents flow, 
y^e hear him bid us freely come ; 
In his blest name we gather now. 
As children in a Father's home. 

Long as we live on earth, how sweet 
The memory of these hours to share ; 
And round thv throne in heaven to meet 
With those who strove to lead us there ! 



386. S. M. 

To learn and do thy will, 
O Lord, our hearts incline ; 
And o'er the paths of future life 
Command thy light to shine. 

While taught thy word of truth, 
May we that word receive ; 
And when we hear of Jesus' name, 
In that blest name believe. 
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GL06B Of 8ERVICS. 



asT. C. M. 

Thou art our Shepherd, glorious God ! 

Thy little flock behold, 
And guide us by thy staff* and rod, — 

The children of thy fold. 

We praise thy name that we were brought 

To this delightful place, 
Where we are watched, and warned, and tatight^- 

The children of thy grace. 

O, may our friends, thy servants here, 

Meet all our souls above. 
And they and we in heaven appear, — 

The children of thy love ! 



988. 5, 7, &. 48. M. 

^EAR thy children's cry ; . 
Shield us. Lord, from harm ; 
f Safely we rely 
On thy mighty arm : 
Thou art God alone ; 
Those who seek a Father's face 
Thou wilt bless, and they shall own 
A Father's grace. 

May our faith and love 
With our years increase ; 
Let us never rove 
From the paths of peace ; 
But through life display 
Holy deeds and actions pure. 
That, when life has passed away, 
Bliss may be sure. 
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CLOSE OF SERVICE. 



d89. 7$. M. 

T IS religion that can give 
Sweetest pleasure tvhile we live ; 
'T is religion must supply 
Solid comfort when we die. 

After death, its joys will be 
Lasting as eternity ; 
Be the living God our friend, 
Then our bhss shall never end. 



990. 6&.56. M. 

God of mercy ! hear us, 
While to thee we pray ; 

Let thy blessing cheer us. 
While on earth we stay. 

Guard us, lest we sin. Lord, 
And thy spirit grieve ; 

DVirell thy grace within. Lord, - 
Teach us hf w to live. 



391. 8&76. M. 

Hear the blest Redeemer call yoa, 

Listen to his gracious voice ; 
Dread no ills that can befall you. 

While you make his ways your choice. 

Plainly here his footsteps tracing, 

Follow him without delay ; 
Gladly his commands embracing, 

Learn of Jesus Christ the way* 
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CLOSE or SERYICK. 

99a. 7s. M. 

Tbou, who over all that live 
Mak'st thy gifts of mercy fall, 
Who to some dost beauty give, 
Strength to others, good to all ! 
While thy power we thus perceive, 
And thy blessings still we call. 
Blameless may life's morning flee. 
And its evening be with thee. 



S93. Us. M. 

OuK Father in heaven ! we ask thee to guide us. 
And keep us from sin till life's journey be o'er | 
May we do thy will, whateVr shall betide us, 
And all serve thee in heaven, when time in no more> 



994. 8 & 78 M. 

Father ! grant us now thy blessing. 
Smile upon us from above ; 

Let us all, pure hearts possessing, 
Fill our lives with deeds of love. 

Make us gentle, kind, and lowly ; 

Teach us, Father, by thy word^ 
How we may be good and holy. 

Like to Jesus Christ our Lord. 



995. L. M. 

O, MAT we never. Lord, in youth, 
Thy heavenly precepts disobey ; 
Nor leave the pleasant path of truthi 
In sin's deceitful ways to stray. 
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CLOSE or 8KBYICB. 

So Shalt thou grant thy children strength 
The varied ills of life to bear ; 
Receive our souls in heaven at length, 
To live with thee for ever there. 



dd«. 8&>7s. M. 

Hkavenlt Father I grant thy blessing 
On the teaching of this day ; 

That our hearts, thy fear possessing, 
May from sin be turned away. 

Have we wandered ? O, forgive us ! 

Have we wished from trum to rove ? 
Turn, O, turn us, and receive us, 

And incline us truth to love ! 



aw. 7s. M. 

Happt, happy, happy, I«ord, 
Those who learn thy sacred word ! 
Utippj those who dwell with thee. 
Who thy grace and glory see. 

Let us once more hear thy voice ; 
Lord ! in thee our souls rejoice ; 
Borne by faith to worlds on high. 
Called to live above the sky. 

When this day of rest we close. 
May our hearts in thee repose ; 
Guide and guard us all our days, — 
O, may all our lives he praise ! 
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CLOn OF SBETICS. 

998. L. & a M. 

Callrd by the tolling bell away 
Unto thy holy temple, Lord, 
I '11 go, with willing mind, to pray. 
To prake thy name, and hear thy word. 

O, sacred day of peace and joy ! 
Thy hours are ever dear to me ; . 
Ne er may a sinful thought destroy 
The holy calm I find in thee* , 

Dear are thy peaceful hours to me ; 
For God has given them, in his love^ 
To tell how calmj how blest, shall be 
The endless day of heaven above. 

Otoru*. — O, keep the Sabbath day ! 
O, keep the Sabbath day ! 
In prayer and praise, in joy and peace, 
O, keep the Sabbath day ! 



!899. 7s. M. 

To thy temple we repair ; 
How we love to worship there I 
Holy Father ! give us grace 
In thy courts to seek thy face. 

Prom thy house when we return, 
May our hearts within us burn ; 
And at evening let us say, 
" We have walked with God to-day." 
18 
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CLOSE or 8BRTICE. 

990, 128. M. 

O OUR God! wilt thou hear us, while, earnest in 

praise, 
In our youth we adore thee, the Ancient of Days ! 
And may Jesus the Saviour, the Son of thy love, 
Who calls children unto him, and takes them aboYf, 
O, may he be our Teacher and Friend till we die, — 
May we live with him then in the mansions on high ! 

For the Sabbatti we bless thee, ihy calm day of rest, — 
May it always bring pleasure and peace to the breast ; 
When we go from the school to the temple of prayer. 
May thy presence and blessing remain with us there ; 
May we still grow more faithful and good till we die. 
And be numbered at last with thy children on high. 



901. L. M. 

Retiring from our school once more. 
Thy blessing. Father, we implore ; 
Still may we keep the heavenly way. 
And serve and please thee through the day. 

As in thy temple we appear, 
Help us to worship in thy fear ; 
Thy truth impart, thy love instil, 
That we may know and do thy will. 



303. 7s. M. 

For a season called to part. 
Let us now ourselves commend 
To the gracious eye and heart 
Of our ever-present Friend. 
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CLOSE OF SERVICE. 

Father ! hear oar humble prayer, — 
Shepherd of the lambs and sheep ! 
Let thy mercy and thy care, 
All our souls in safety keep. 

What we each have now been taught 
Let our memories retain ; 
May we, if we live, be brought 
Here to meet in peace again. 

Then, if thou instruction bless, 
Grateful praises shall be given ; 
We '11 our thankfulness express, 
Here on earth, and when in heaven. 



903. 8s. M. 

And now, before hence we have gone, 
While God in his mercy will hear. 
With penitent hearts would we own 
The faults we 've committed while here. 

But, Lord, thou already hast known 
Much more of our folly than we ; 
There is not & fault we can own, 
Which thou didst not instantly see. 

Yet hear us, and help us to feel 
How sinful and weak we mav be ; 
And let us not try to conceal 
Our faults, e'en the smallest, from thee. 
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CLOSE or StRTICB. 

304. C. M. 

Now condescend, Almighty King, 
To bless this little throng ; 

And ktndly listen, while we mug 
Our parting Salsbath song. 

Brothers and sisters, hand in hand. 

Our lips together move ; 
O, smile up<m this cheerful band, 

And join oar hearts ia love ! 



aOS. 7s. M. 

Thanks to thee, before we part, 
Father, rise from every heart. 
For the blessed Sabbath, given 
To prepare our souls for heaven. 

Give the teaching of this hour 
O'er our lives a guiding power ; 
Deep impress thy saving truth 
On the wavering heart of youth. 

Guide and Guardian be to each, 
Tttl that safer home we reach. 
Where -=- sweet Sabbaths never o'er- 
We shaH meet, and part no more. 



306. 7 & 6s. M. 

Earthlt joy is mixed with pain; 
Here we meet to part again ; 

In heaven we part no more. 

O, that will be joyful. 
When we meet to part no more ! 
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CLOSK OF 8ERTK?C. 

All ^e prodd w!H meet above 
Tboee whom now on earth they love, 

And meet to part no more. 

O, that will be joyful, &c. 

O, how happy we shall be. 
When we thus each other see, 

And meet to part no more ! 

O, that will be joyful, &c. 



907. 7s. M. 

Teachers, children, ere we part. 
Every voice and every heart 
Join, and to our Father raise 
One last hyom of grateful praise. 

Though we here should meet no more, 
Yet there is a brighter shore ; 
There, released from toil and pain, 
There may we all meet again. 



908. 7 & 68. M. 

We all love one another. 
We all love one another. 
We all love one another; 

And we all love, beside, 
Our fathers and our mothers. 
Our sisters and our brothers ; 
And we forget not others. 

Who seek our steps to guide. 
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^L08E OF SEHyiCE. 

We love our school and teachers, 
'We love our school and teachers, 
y/e love our school and teachers ; 

Here truth and love wo learn ; 
We rise in prayer together. 
We sing our hymns together, 
We go away together, 

Together we 11 return. 
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